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AGNES OF SORRENTO. 


CHAPTER VY. 
IL PADRE FRANCESCO. 


Tne next morning Elsie awoke, as 
was her custom, when the very faintest 
hue of dawn streaked the horizon, A 
hen who has seen a hawk balancing his 
wings and cawing in mid-air over her 
downy family could not have awakened 
with her feathers, metaphorically speak- 
ing, in a more bristling state of caution. 

“Spirits in the gorge, quotha?” said 
she to herself, as she vigorously adjust- 
ed her dress. “T believe so,—spirits in 
good sound bodies, I believe; and next 
we shall hear, there will be rope-ladders, 
and climbings, and the Lord knows what. 
I shall go to confession this very morn- 
ing, and tell Father Francesco the dan- 
ger; and instead of taking her down to 
sell oranges, suppose I send her to the 
sisters to carry the ring and a basket 
of oranges?” 

“Ah, ah!” she said, pausing, after she 
was dressed, and addressing a coarse 
print of Saint Agnes pasted against the 
wall, —‘ you look very ‘meek there, and 
it was a great thing no doubt to die as 
you did: but if you ’d lived to be mar- 
ried and bring up a family of girls, you ’d 
have known something greater. Please, 
don’t take offence with a poor old wom- 
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an who has got into the way of speaking 
her mind freely! I’m foolish, and don’t 
know much,—so, dear lady, pray for 
me!” And old Elsie bent her knee and 
crossed herself reverently, and then went 
out, leaving her young charge still sleep- 
ing. 

It was yet dusky dawn when she might 
have been seen kneeling, with her sharp, 
clear-cut profile, at the grate of a confes- 
sion-box in a church in Sorrento. With- 
in was seated a personage who will have 
some influence on our story, and who 
must therefore be somewhat minutely in- 
troduced to the reader. 

Il Padre Francesco had only within 
the last year arrived in the neighborhood, 
having been sent as superior of a broth- 
erhood of Capuchins, whose convent was 
perched on a crag in the vicinity. With 
this situation came a pastoral care of the 
district; and Elsie and her grand-daugh- 
ter found in him a spiritual pastor very 
different from the fat, jolly, easy Brother 
Girolamo, to whose place he had been 
appointed. The latter had been one of 
those numerous priests taken from the 
peasantry, who never rise above the ay- 
erage level of thought of the body from 
which they are drawn. Easy, gossipy, 
fond of good living and good stories, 
sympathetic in troubles and in joys, he 
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had been a general favorite ix the neigh- 
orhood, without exerting any particular- 
ly spiritualizing influence. 

Tt required but a glance at Father 
Francesco to see that he was in all re- 
spects the opposite of this. It was evi- 
dent that he came from one of the higher 
classes, by that indefinable air of birth 
and breeding which makes itself felt un- 
der every change of costume. Who he 
might be, what might have been his past 
history, what rank he might have borne, 
what part played in the great warfare 
of life, was all of course sunk in the ob- 
livion of his religious profession, where, 
as at the grave, a man laid down name 
and fame and past history and worldly 
goods, and took up a coarse garb and a 
name chosen from the roll of the saints, 
in sign that the world that had known 
him should know him no more. 

Imagine a man between thirty and 
forty, with that round, full, evenly de- 
veloped head, and those chiselled feat- 
ures, which one sees on ancient busts 
and coins no less than in the streets of 
modern Rome. The cheeks were sunk- 
en and sallow; the large, black, melan- 
choly eyes had a wistful, anxious, penc- 
trative expression, that spoke a stringent, 
earnest spirit, which, however deep might 
be the grave in which it lay buried, had 
not yet found repose. The long, thin, 
delicately formed hands were emaciated 
and bloodless; they clasped with a ner- 
yous eagerness a rosary and crucifix of 
ebony and silver, —the only mark of 
luxury that could be discerned in a cos- 
tume unusually threadbare and squalid. 
The whole picture of the man, as he sat 
there, had it been painted and hung in a 
gallery, was such as must have stopped 
every person of a certain amount of 
sensibility before it with the conviction 
that behind that strong, melancholy, ear- 
nest figure and face lay one of those hid- 
den histories of human passion in which 
the vivid life of medieval Italy was so 
fertile. 

He was listening to Elsie, as she kneel- 
ed, with that easy air of superiority which 
marks a practised man of the world, yet 
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with a grave attention which showed that 
her communication had awakened the 
deepest interest in his mind. Every few 
moments he moved slightly in his seat, 
and interrupted the flow of the narrative 
by an inquiry concisely put, in tones 
which, clear and low, had a solemn and 
severe distinctness, producing, in the still, 
dusky twilight of the church, an almost 
ghostly effect. 

When the communication was over, 
he stepped out of the confessional and 
said to Elsie in parting,—“ My daughter, 
you have done well to take this in time. 
The devices of Satan in our corrupt times 
are numerous and artful, and they who 
keep the Lord’s sheep must not sleep. 
Before many days I will call and exam- 
ine the child; meanwhile I approve your 
course.” 

It was curious to see the awe-struck, 
trembling manner in which old Elsie, 
generally so intrepid and commanding, 
stood before this man in his brown rough 
woollen gown with his corded waist; but 
she had an instinctive perception of the 
presence of the man of superior birth 
no less than a reverence for the man of 
religion. 

After she had departed from the church, 
the Capuchin stood lost in thought; and 
to explain his reverie, we must throw 
some further light on his history. 

Tl Padre Francesco, as his appearance 
and manner intimated, was in truth from 
one of the most distinguished families of 
Florence. He was one of those whom an 
ancient writer characterizes as “men of 
longing desire.” Born with a nature of 
restless stringency that seemed to doom 
him never to know repose, excessive in 
all things, he had made early trial of 
ambition, of war, and of what the gal- 
lants of his time called love, — plunging 
into all the dissipated excesses of a most 
dissolute age, and outdoing in luxury 
and extravagance the foremost of his 
companions. 

The wave of a great religious impulse 
—which in our times would have been 
called a revival—swept over the city 
of Florence, and bore him, with multi- 
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tudes of others, to listen to the fervid 
preaching of the Dominican monk, Je- 
rome Savonarola; and amid the crowd 
that trembled, wept, and beat their 
breasts under his awful denunciations, 
he, too, felt within himself a heavenly 
call, — the death of an old life, and the 
uprising of a new purpose. 

The colder manners and more re- 
pressed habits of modern times can give 
no idea of the wild fervor of a religious 
revival among a people so passionate and 
susceptible to impressions as the Italians. 
It swept society like a spring torrent 
from the sides of the Apennines, bear- 
ing all before it. Houses were sacked 
with religious fervor by penitent own- 
ers, and licentious pictures and_ stat- 
uary and books, and all the thousand 
temptations and appliances of a luxuri- 
ous age, were burned in the great public 
square. Artists convicted of impure and 
licentious designs threw their palettes and 
brushes into the expiatory flames, and re- 
tired to conyents, till called forth by the 
voice of the preacher, and bid to turn 
their art into higher channels. Since the 
days of Saint Francis no such profound 
religious impulse had agitated the Italian 
community. 

In our times a conversion is signalized 
by few outward changes, however deep 
the inner life; but the life of the Middle 
Ages was profoundly symbolical, and al- 
ways required the help of material images 
in its expression. 

The gay and dissolute young Lorenzo 
Sforza took leave of the world with rites 
of awful solemnity. He made his will 
and disposed of all his worldly property, 
and assembling his friends, bade them 
the farewell of a dying man. Arrayed 
as for the grave, he was laid in his coffin, 
and thus carried from his stately dwelling 
by the brethren of the Misericordia, who, 
in their ghostly costume, with mournful 
chants and lighted candles, bore him to 
the tomb of his ancestors, where the cof- 
fin was deposited in the vault, and its 
occupant passed the awful hours of the 
night in darkness and solitude. Thence 
he was carried, the next day, almost in 
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a state of insensibility, to a neighboring 
convent of the severest order, where, for 
some weeks, he observed a penitential re- 
treat of silence and prayer, neither see- 
ing nor hearing any living being but his 
spiritual director. 

The effect of all this on an ardent 
and sensitive temperament can scarcely 
be conceived; and it is not to be won- 
dered at that the once gay and luxuri- 
ous Lorenzo Sforza, when emerging from 
this tremendous discipline, was so wholly 
lost in the worn and weary Padre Fran- 
cesco that it seemed as if in fact he had 
died and another had stepped into his 
place. The face was ploughed deep with 
haggard furrows, and the eyes were as 
those of a man who has seen the fearful 
secrets of another life. He voluntarily 
sought a post as far removed as possible 
from the scenes of his early days, so as 
more completely to destroy his identity 
with the past; and he devoted himself 
with enthusiasm to the task of awaken- 
ing to a higher spiritual life the indolent, 
self-indulgent monks of his order, and the 
ignorant peasantry of the vicinity. 

But he soon discovered, what every 
earnest soul learns who has been bap- 
tized into a sense of things invisible, how 
utterly powerless and inert any mortal 
man is to inspire others with his own in- 
sights and convictions. With bitter dis- 
couragement and chagrin, he saw that 
the spiritual man must forever lift the 
dead weight of all the indolence and in- 
difference and animal sensuality that 
surround him, — that the curse of Cas- 
sandra is upon him, forever to burn and 
writhe under awful visions of truths which 
no one around him will regard. In early 
life the associate only of the cultivated 
and the refined, Father Francesco could 
not but experience at times an insupport- 
able ennui in listening to the confessions 
of people who had never learned either 
to think or to feel with any degree of dis- 
tinctness, and whom his most fervent ex~ 
hortations could not lift above the most 
trivial interests of a mere animal life. He 
was weary of the childish quarrels and 
bickerings of the monks, of their puerili- 
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ty, of their selfishness and self-indulgence, 
of their hopeless vulgarity of mind, and 
utterly discouraged with their inextricable 
labyrinths of deception. A melancholy 
deep as the grave seized on him, and he 
redoubled his austerities, in the hope that 
by making life painful he might make it 
also short. 

But the first time that the clear, sweet 
tones of Agnes rang in his ears at the 
confessional, and her words, so full of 
unconscious poetry and repressed gen- 
ius, came like a strain of sweet music 
through the grate, he felt at his heart a 
thrill to which it had long been a stran- 
ger, and which seemed to lift the weary, 
aching load from off his soul, as if some 
invisible angel had borne it up on his 
wings. 

In his worldly days he had known 
women as the gallants in Bocecaccio’s 
romances knew them, and among them 
one enchantress whose sorceries had 
kindled in his heart one of those fatal 
passions which burn out the whole 
of a man’s nature, and leave it, like a 
sacked city, only a smouldering heap of 
ashes. Deepest, therefore, among his 
vows of renunciation had been those 
which divided him from all womankind. 
The gulf that parted him and them 
was in his mind deep as hell, and he 
thought of the sex only in the light of 
temptation and danger. For the first 
time in his life, an influence serene, nat- 
ural, healthy, and sweet breathed over 
him from the mind of a woman, — an in- 
fluence so heavenly and peaceful that he 
did not challenge or suspect it, but rath- 
er opened his worn heart insensibly to 
it, as one in a fetid chamber naturally 
breathes freer when the fresh air is ad- 
mitted. 

How charming it was to find his most 
spiritual exhortations seized upon with 
the eager comprehension of a nature in- 
nately poetic and ideal! Nay, it some- 
times seemed to him as if the suggestions 
which he gave her dry and leafless she 
brought again to him in miraculous clus- 
ters of flowers, like the barren rod of 
Joseph, which broke into blossoms when 
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he was betrothed to the spotless Mary ; 
and yet, withal, she was so humbly un- 
conscious, so absolutely ignorant of the 
beauty of all she said and thought, that 
she impressed him less as a mortal wom- 
an than as one of those divine miracles 
in feminine form of which he had heard 
in the legends of the saints. 

Thenceforward his barren, discouraged 
life began to blossom with wayside flow- 
ers, — and he mistrusted not the miracle, 
because the flowers were all heavenly 
The pious thought or holy admonition 
that he saw trodden under the swinish 
feet of the monks he gathered up again 
in hope, — she would understand it; and 
gradually all his thoughts became like 
carrier-doyes, which, having once learn- 
ed the way to a favorite haunt, are ever 
fluttering to return thither. 

Such is the wonderful power of hu- 
man sympathy, that the discovery even 
of the existence of a soul capable of un- 
derstanding our inner life often operates 
as a perfect charm; every thought, and 
feeling, and aspiration carries with it a 
new value, from the interwoven con- 
sciousness that attends it of the worth it 
would bear to that other mind; so that, 
while that person lives, our existence is 
doubled in value, even though oceans 
divide us. 

The cloud of hopeless melancholy 
which had brooded over the mind of 
Father Francesco lifted and sailed away, 
he knew not why, he knew not when. 
A secret joyfulness and alacrity possessed 
his spirits; his prayers became more fer- 
yent and his praises more frequent. Un- 
til now, his meditations had been most 
frequently those of fear and wrath, — the 
awful majesty of God, the terrible pun- 
ishment of sinners, which he conceived 
with all that haggard, dreadful sincerity 
of vigor which characterized the modern 
Etruscan phase of religion of which the 
“Inferno” of Dante was the exponent 
and the out-come. His preachings and 
his exhortations had dwelt on that lurid 
world seen by the severe Florentine, 
at whose threshold hope forever departs, 
and around whose eternal circles of liv- 
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ing torture the shivering spirit wanders 
dismayed and blasted by terror. 

~~ He had been shocked and discouraged 
to find how utterly vain had been his 
most intense efforts to stem the course 
of sin by presenting these images of ter- 
ror: how hard natures had listened to 
them with only a coarse and cruel appe- 
tite, which seemed to increase their hard- 
ness and brutality ; and how timid ones 
had been withered by them, like flowers 
scorched by the blast of a furnace; how, 
in fact, as in the case of those cruel exe- 
cutions and bloody tortures then univer- 
sal in the jurisprudence of Europe, these 
pictures of eternal torture seemed to 
exert a morbid demoralizing influence 
which hurried on the growth of iniqui- 
ty. 

But since his acquaintance with Ag- 
nes, without his knowing exactly why, 
thoughts of the Divine Love had floated 
into his soul, filling it with a golden 
cloud like that which of old rested over 
the mercy-seat in that sacred inner 
temple where the priest was admitted 
alone. He became more affable and 
tender, more tolerant to the erring, more 
fond of little children; would stop some- 
times to lay his hand on the head of a 
child, or to raise up one who lay over- 
thrown in the street. The song of little 
birds and the voices of animal life be- 
came to him full of tenderness; and his 
prayers by the sick and dying seemed to 
have a melting power, such as he had 
never known before. It was spring in 
his soul, — soft, Italian spring, — such as 
brings out the musky breath of the eye+ 
lamen, and the faint, tender perfume of 
the primrose, in every moist dell of the 
Apennines. 

A year passed in this way, perhaps the 
best and happiest of his troubled life,—a 
year in which, insensibly to himself, the 
weekly interviews with Agnes at the 
confessional became the rallying-points 
around which the whole of his life was 
formed, and she the unsuspected spring 
of his inner being. 

It was his duty, he said to himself, to 
give more than usual time and thought 
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to the working and polishing of this won- 
drous jewel which had so unexpectedly 
been intrusted to him for the adorning 
of his Master’s crown; and so long as he 
conducted with the strictest cireumspec- 
tion of his office, what had he to fear in 
the way of so delightful a duty? He 
had never touched her hand; never had 
even the folds of her passing drapery 
brushed against his garments of mortifi- 
cation and renunciation ; never, even in 
pastoral benediction, had he dared lay 
his hand on that beautiful head. It is 
true, he had not forbidden himself to 
raise his glance sometimes when he saw 
her coming in at the church-door and 
gliding up the aisle with downcast eyes, 
and thoughts evidently so far above 
earth, that she seemed, like one of Fra 
Angelico’s angels, to be moving on a cloud, 
so encompassed with stillness and sancti- 
ty that he held his breath as she passed. 

But in the confession of Dame Elsie 
that morning he had received a shock 
which threw his whole interior being in- 
to a passionate agitation which dismayed 
and astonished him. 

The thought of Agnes, his spotless 
lamb, exposed to lawless and licentious 
pursuit, of whose nature and probabilities 
his past life gave him only too clear an 
idea, was of itself a very natural source of 
anxiety. But Elsie had unveiled to him 
her plans for her marriage, and consult- 
ed him on the propriety of placing Ag- 
nes immediately under the protection of 
the husband she had chosen for her; and 
it was this part of her communication 
which had awakened the severest inter- 
nal recoil, and raised a tumult of passions 
which the priest vainly. sought either to 
assuage or understand. 

As soon as his morning duties were 
over, he repaired to his convent, sought 
his cell, and, prostrate on his face before 
the crucifix, began his internal reckon- 
ing with himself. The day passed in 
fasting and solitude. 

It is now golden evening, and on the 
square, flat roof of the convent, which, 
high-perched on a crag, overlooks the bay, 
one might observe a dark figure slowly 
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pacing backward and forward. It is 
Father Francesco; and as he walks up 
and down, one could see by his large, 
bright, dilated eye, by the vivid red 
spot on either sunken cheek, and by the 
nervous energy of his movements, that 
he is in the very height of some mental 
crisis, -in that state of placid extase 
in which the subject supposes himself 
perfectly calm, because every nerve is 
screwed to the highest point of tension 
and can vibrate no more. 

What oceans had that day rolled over 
him and swept him, as one may see a lit- 
tle boat rocked on the capricious surges 
of the Mediterranean! Were, then, all 
his strivings and agonies in vain? Did 
he love this woman with any earthly 
love? Was he jealous of the thought of 
a future husband? Was it a tempting 
demon that said to him, “ Lorenzo Sfor- 
za might have shielded this treasure 
from the profanation of lawless violence, 
from the brute grasp of an inapprecia- 
tive peasant, but Father Francesco can- 
not”? There was a moment when his 
whole being vibrated with a perception 
of what a marriage bond might have 
been that was indeed a sacrament, and 
that bound together two pure and loyal 
souls who gave life and courage to each 
other in all holy purposes and heroic 
deeds; and he almost feared that he had 
cursed his vows,— those awful vows, at 
whose remembrance his inmost soul shiy- 
ered through every nerve. 

But after hours of prayer and strug- 
gle, and wave after wave of agonizing 
convulsion, he gained one of those high 
points in human possibility where souls 
can stand a little while at a time, and 
where all things seem so transfigured 
and pure that they fancy themselves 
thenceforward forever victorious over 
evil. 

As he walks up and down in the gold- 
and-purple evening twilight, his mind 
seems to him calm as that glowing sea 
that reflects the purple shores of Ischia, 
and the quaint, fantastic grottos and cliffs 
of Capri. All is golden and glowing; he 
sees all clear; he is delivered from his 
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spiritual enemies ; he treads them under 
his feet. . 

Yes, he says to himself, he loves Ag- 
nes, — loves her all-sacredly as her guar- 
dian angel does, who ever beholdeth the 
face of her Father in Heaven. Why, 
then, does he shrink from her mar- 
riage? Is it not evident? Has that 
tender soul, that poetic nature, that as- 
piting genius, anything in common with 
the vulgar, coarse details of a peasant’s 
life? Will not her beauty always draw 
the eye of the licentious, expose her art- 
less innocence to solicitation which will 
annoy her and bring upon her head the 
inconsiderate jealousy of her husband ? 
Think of Agnes made subject to the 
rude authority, to the stripes and correc- 
tion, which men of the lower class, un- 
der the promptings of jealousy, do not 
scruple to inflict on their wives! What 
career did society, as then organized, 
present to such a nature, so perilously 
gifted in body and mind? He has the 
answer. The Church has opened a ca- 
reer to woman which all the world denies 
her. 

He remembers the story of the dyer’s 
daughter of Siena, the fair Saint Catha- 
rine. In his youth he had often visited 
the convent where one of the first artists 
of Italy has immortalized her conflicts 
and her victories, and knelt with his moth- 
er at the altar where she now communes 
with the faithful. Ile remembered how, 
by her sanctity, her humility, and her 
holy inspirations of soul, she had risen to 
the courts of princes, whither she had 
-been sent as ambassadress to arrange for 
the interests of the Church; and then 
rose before his mind’s eye the gorgeous 
picture of Pinturicchio, where, borne in 
celestial repose and purity amid all the 
powers and dignitaries of the Church, 
she is canonized as one of those that 
shall reign and intercede with Christ in 
heaven. 

Was it wrong, therefore, in him, though 
severed from all womankind by a gulf 
of irrevocable vows, that he should feel 
a kind of jealous property in this gifted 
and beautiful creature? and though he 


1861.] 


might not, even in thought, dream of 
possessing her himself, was there sin in 
the vehement energy with which his 
whole nature rose up in him to say that 
no other man should,—that she should 
be the bride of Heaven alone ? 

Certainly, if there were, it lurked far 
out of sight; and the priest had a case 
that might have satisfied a conscience 
even more fastidious ;— and he felt a sort 
of triumph in the results of his mental 
scrutiny, 

Yes, she should ascend from glory to 
glory, — but his should be the hand that 
should lead her upward. Je would 
lead her within the consecrated grate,— 
he would pronounce the awful words 
that should make it sacrilege for all 
other men to approach her; and yet 
through life he should be the guardian 
and director of her soul, the one being to 
whom she should render an obedience 
as unlimited as that which belongs to 
Christ alone. 

Such were the thoughts of this victori- 
ous hour, — which, alas! were destined 
to fade as those purple skies and golden 
fires gradually went out, leaving, in place 
of their light and glory, only the lurid 
glow of Vesuvius. 


CHAPTER VI. 
THE WALK TO THE CONVENT. 


Etste returned from the confessional 
a little after sunrise, much relieved and 
satisfied. Padre Francesco had shown 
such a deep interest in her narrative that 
she was highly gratified. Then he had 
given her advice which exactly accorded 
with her own views; and such advice is 
always regarded as an eminent proof of 
sagacity in the giver. 

On the point of the marriage he had 
recommended delay, — a course quite in 
accordance with Elsie’s desire, who, cu- 
riously enough, ever since her treaty of 
marriage with Antonio had been com- 
menced, had cherished the most whimsi- 
eal, jealous dislike of him, as if he were 
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about to get away her grandchild from 
her; and this rose at times so high that 
she could scarcely speak peaceably to 
him,—a course of things which caused 
Antonio to open wide his great soft ox- 
eyes, and wonder at the ways of woman- 
kind; but he waited the event in philo- 
sophic tranquillity. 

The morning sunbeams were shooting 
many a golden shaft among the orange- 
trees when Elsie returned and found 
Agnes yet kneeling at her prayers. 

“Now, my little heart,” said the old 
woman, when their morning meal was 
done, “ I am going to give you a holiday 
to-day. I will go with you to the Con- 
vent, and you shall spend the day with 
the sisters, and so carry Saint Agnes her 
ring.” 

“Oh, thank you, grandmamma! how 
good you are! May I stop a little on 
the way, and pick some cyclamen and 
myrtles and daisies for her shrine ?” 

“Just as you like, child; but if you 
are going to do that, we must be off 
soon, for I must be at my stand betimes 
to sell oranges: I had them all picked 
this morning while my little darling was 
asleep.” 

“You always do everything, grand- 
mamma, and leave me nothing to do: it 
is not fair. But, grandmamma, if we are 
going to get flowers by the way, let us 
follow down the stream, through the 
gorge, out upon the sea-beach, and so 
walk along the sands, and go by the 
back path up the rocks to the Convent: 
that walk is so shady and lovely at this 
time in the morning, and it is so fresh 
along by the sea-side!” 

“ As you please, dearie ; but first fill a 
little basket with our best oranges for 
the sisters.” 

“Trust me for that!” And the girl ran 
eagerly to the house, afid drew from her 
treasures a little white wicker basket, 
which she proceeded to line curiously 
with orange-leaves, sticking sprays of 
blossoms in a wreath round the bor- 
der. + 

“ Now for some of our best blood- 
oranges!” she said ;—‘“ old Jocunda says 
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they put her in mind of pomegranates. 
And here are some of these little ones,— 
see here, grandmamma!” she exclaimed, 
as she turned and held up a branch just 
broken, where five small golden balls 
grew together with a pearly spray of 
white buds just beyond them. 

The exercise of springing up for the 
branch had sent a vivid glow into her 
clear brown cheek, and her eyes were 
dilated with excitement and pleasure ; 
and as she stood joyously holding the 
branch, while the flickering shadows 
fell on her beautiful face, she seemed 
more like a painter’s dream than a re- 
ality. 

Her grandmother stood a moment ad- 
miring her. 

“She’s too good and too pretty for 
Antonio or any other man: she ought 
to be kept to look at,” she said to her- 
self. “If I could keep her always, no 
man should have her; but death will 
come, and youth and beauty go, and so 
somebody must care for her.” 

When the basket was filled and trim- 
med, Agnes took it on her arm. Elsie 
raised and poised on her head the great 
square basket that contained her mer- 
chandise, and began walking erect and 
straight down the narrow rocky stairs 
that led into the gorge, holding her dis- 
taff with its white flax in her hands, and 
stepping as easily as if she bore no bur- 
den. 

Agnes followed her with light, irregu- 
lar movements, glancing aside from time 
to time, as a tuft of flowers or a feathery 
spray of leaves attracted her fancy. In 
a few moments her hands were too full, 
and her woollen apron of many-colored 
stripes was raised over one arm to hold 
her treasures, while a hymn to Saint Ag- 
nes, which she constantly murmured to 
herself, came in “little ripples of sound, 
now from behind a rock, and now out 
of a tuft of bushes, to show where the 
wanderer was hid. The song, like many 
Italian ones, would be nothing in Eng- 
glish,—only a musical repetition of sweet 
words to a very simple and childlike 
idea, the bella, bella, bella ringing out 
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in every verse with a tender joyousness 
‘that seemed in harmony with the waving 
ferns “and pendent flowers and long ivy- 
wreaths from among which its notes is- 
sued. “ Beautiful and sweet Agnes,” it 
said, in a thousand tender repetitions, 
“make me like thy little white lamb! 
Beautiful Agnes, take me to the green 
fields where Christ's lambs are feeding! 
Sweeter than the rose, fairer than the 
lily, take me where thou art!” 

At the bottom of the ravine a little 
stream tinkles its way among stones so 
mossy in their deep, cool shadow as to 
appear all verdure; for seldom the light 
of the sun can reach the darkness where 
they lie. <A little bridge, hewn from 
solid rock, throws across the shrunken 
stream an arch much wider than its wa- 
ters seem to demand; for in spring and 
autumn, when the torrents wash down 
from the mountains, its volume is often 
suddenly increased. 

This bridge was so entirely and evenly 
grown over with short thick moss that it 
might seem cut of some strange kind of 
living green velvet, and here and there it 
was quaintly embroidered with small blos- 
soming tufts of white alyssum, or feathers 
of ferns and maiden’s-hair which shook 
and trembled to every breeze. Nothing 
could be lovelier than this mossy bridge, 
when some stray sunbeam, slanting up 
the gorge, took a fancy to light it up 
with golden hues, and give transparent 
greenness to the tremulous thin leaves 
that waved upon it. 

On this spot Elsie paused a moment, 
and called back after Agnes, who had dis- 
appeared into one of those deep grottos 
with which the sides of the gorge are 
perforated, and which are almost en- 
tirely veiled by the pendent ivy-wreaths. 

*“ Aones! Agnes! wild come 
quick!” 

Only the sound of “ Bella, bella Agnel- 
la” came out of the ivy-leaves to an- 
swer her; but it sounded so happy and 
innocent that Elsie could not forbear a 
smile, and in a moment Agnes came 
springing down with a quantity of the 
feathery lycopodium in her hands, which 


girl ! 


1861.] 


grows nowhere so well as in moist and 
dripping places. 

Out of her apron were hanging fes- 
toons of golden broom, crimson gladio- 
lus, and long, trailing sprays of ivy; 
while she held aloft in triumph a hand- 
ful of the most superb cyclamen, whose 
rosy crowns rise so beautifully above 
their dark quaint leaves in moist and 
shady places. 

“ See, see, grandmother, what an offer- 
ing Ihave! Saint Agnes will be pleased 
with me to-day; for I believe in her 
heart she loves flowers better than 
goms.” 

“Well, well, wild one,—time flies, we 
must hurry.” And crossing the bridge 
quickly, the grandmother struck into a 
mossy foot-path that led them, after some 
walking, under the old Roman bridge at 
the gateway of Sorrento. ‘T'wo hundred 
feet above their heads rose the mighty 
arches, enamelled with moss and feather- 
ed with ferns all the way; and below this 
bridge the gorge grew somewhat wider, 
its sides gradually receding and leaving 
a beautiful flat tract of land, which was 
laid out as an orange-orchard. The gold- 
en fruit was shut in by rocky walls on 
either side which here formed a perfect 
hot-bed, and no oranges were earlier or 
finer. 

Through this beautiful orchard the two 
at length emerged from the gorge upon 
the sea-sands, where lay the blue Medi- 
terranean swathed in bands of morning 
mist, its many-colored waters shimmer- 
ing with a thousand reflected lights, and 
old Capri panting through sultry blue 
mists, and Vesuvius with his cloud-spot- 
ted sides and smoke-wreathed top burst 
into view. At a little distance a boat- 
load of bronzed fishermen had just drawn 
in a net, from which they were throwing 
out a quantity of sardines, which flapped 
and fluttered in the sunshine like scales 
of silver. The wind blowing freshly bore 
thousands of’ little purple waves to break 
one after another at the foamy line which 
lay on the sand. 

Agnes ran gayly along the beach with 
her flowers and vines fluttering from her 
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gay striped apron, and her checks flush- 
ed with exercise and pleasure, —some- 
times stopping and turning with anima- 
tion to her grandmother to point out the 
various floral treasures that enamelled 
every crevice and rift of the steep wall 
of rock which rose perpendicularly above 
their heads in that whole line of the shore 
which is crowned with the old city of Sor- 
rento: and surely never did rocky wall 
show to the open sea a face more pictu- 
resque and flowery. The deep red cliff 
was hollowed here and there into fan- 
ciful grottos, draped with every varied 
hue and form of vegetable beauty. Here 
a crevice high in air was all abloom with 
purple gillyflower, and depending in fes- 
toons above it the golden blossoms of 
the broom; here a cleft seemed to be a 
nestling-place for a colony of gladiolus, 
with its crimson flowers and blade-like 
leaves; here the silver-frosted foliage 
of the miller-geranium, or of the worm- 
wood, toned down the extravagant bright- 
ness of other blooms by its cooler tints. 
In some places it seemed as if a sort of 
floral cascade were tumbling confusedly 
over the rocks, mingling all hues and all 
forms in a tangled mass of beauty. 

“Well, well,” said old Elsie, as Agnes 
pointed to some superb gillyflowers which 
grew nearly half-way up the precipice,— 
“jis the child possessed ? You have all 
the gorge in your apron already. Stop 
looking, and let us hurry on.” 

After a half-hour’s walk, they came to 
a winding staircase cut in the rock, which 
led them a zigzag course up through gal- 
leries and grottos looking out through 
curious windows and loop-holes upon 
the sea, till finally they emerged at the 
old sculptured portal of a shady garden 
which was surrounded by the cloistered 
arcades of the Convent of Saint Agnes. 

The Convent of Saint Agnes was one 
of those monuments in which the piety 
of the Middle Ages delighted to commem- 
orate the triumphs of the new Christian- 
ity over the old Heathenism. 

The balmy climate and _paradisiacal 
charms of Sorrento and the adjacent 
shores of Naples had made them favor. 
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ite resorts during the latter period of 
the Roman Empire, —a period when the 
whole civilized world seemed to human 
view about to be dissolved in the corrup- 
tion of universal sensuality. The shores 
of Baix were witnesses of the orgies and 
cruelties of Nero and a court made in his 
likeness, and the palpitating loveliness of 
Capri became the hot-bed of the unnat- 
ural vices of Tiberius. The whole of 
Southern Italy was sunk in a debasement 
of animalism and ferocity which seemed 
irrecoverable, and would have been so, 
had it not been for the handful of salt 
which a Galilean peasant had about that 
time cast into the putrid, fermenting mass 
of human society. 

We must not wonder at the zeal which 
caused the artistic Italian nature to love 
to celebrate the passing away of an era 
of unnatural vice and demoniac cruelty 
by visible images of the purity, the ten- 
derness, the universal benevolence which 
Jesus had brought into the world. 

Some time about the middle of the 
thirteenth century, it had been a favor- 
ite enterprise of a princess of a royal 
family in Naples to erect a convent to 
Saint Agnes, the guardian of female pu- 
rity, out of the wrecks and remains of 
an ancient temple of Venus, whose white 
pillars and graceful acanthus-leaves once 
crowned a portion of the precipice on 
which the town was built, and were re- 
flected from the glassy blue of the sea 
at its feet. It was said that this princess 
was the first lady abbess. Be that as it 
may, it proved to be a favorite retreat 
for many ladies of rank and religious as- 
piration, whom ill-fortune in some of its 
varying forms led to seek its quiet shades, 
and it was well and richly endowed by its 
royal patrons. 

It was built after the manner of con- 
ventual buildings generally,—in a hol- 
low square, with a cloistered walk around 
the inside looking upon a garden. 

The portal at which Agnes and her 
grandmother knocked, after ascending 
the winding staircase cut in the preci- 
pice, opened through an arched passage 
into this garden. 


Agnes of Sorrento. 


[June, 


As the ponderous door swung open, it 
was pleasant to hear the lulling sound of 
a fountain, which came forth with a gen- 
tle patter, like that of soft summer rain, 
and to see the waving of rose-bushes 
and golden jessamines, and smell the 
perfumes of orange-blossoms mingling 
with those of a thousand other flowers. 

The door was opened by an odd-look- 
ing portress. She might be seventy-five 
or eighty; her cheeks were of the color 
of very yellow parchment drawn in dry 
wrinkles ; her eyes were those large, 
dark, lustrous ones so common in her 
country, but seemed, in the general de- 
cay and shrinking of every other part of 
her face, to have acquired a wild, unnat- 
ural appearance; while the falling away 
of her teeth left nothing to impede the 
meeting of her hooked nose with her 
chin. Add to this, she was hump-backed, 
and twisted in her figure; and one needs 
all the force of her very good-natured, 
kindly smile to redeem the image of poor 
old Jocunda from association with that 
of some Thracian witch, and cause one 
to see in her the appropriate portress of 
a Christian institution. 

Nevertheless, Agnes fell upon her neck 
and imprinted a very fervent kiss upon 
what was left of her withered cheek, and 
was repaid by a shower of those epithets 
of endearment which in the language of 
Italy fly thick and fast as the petals of 
the orange-blossom from her groves. 

“ Well, well,” said old Elsie, —“ I’m 


going to leave her here to-day. You ’ve 
no objections, I suppose ?” 
“ Bless the sweet lamb, no! She be- 


longs here of good right. I believe bless- 
ed Saint Agnes has adopted her; for 
I ’ve seen her smile, plain as could be, 
when the little one brought her flowers.” 

“ Well, Agnes,” said the old woman, 
“ T shall come for you after the Ave Ma- 
ria.” Saying which, she lifted her basket 
and departed. 

The garden where the two were left 
was one of the most peaceful retreats 
that the imagination of a poet could cre- 
ate. 

Around it ran on all sides the Byzan- 
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tine arches of a cloistered walk, which, 
according to the quaint, rich fashion of 
that style, had been painted with vermil- 
ion, blue, and gold. The vaulted roof 
was spangled with gold stars on a blue 
ground, and along the sides was a se- 
ries of fresco pictures representing the 
various scenes in the life of Saint Agnes ; 
and as the foundress of the Convent was 
royal in her means, there was no lack 
either of gold or gems or of gorgeous 
painting. 

Full justice was done in the first pic- 
ture to the princely wealth and estate 
of the fair Agnes, who was represented 
as a pure-looking, pensive child, stand- 
ing in a thoughtful attitude, with long rip- 
ples of golden hair flowing down over a 
simple white tunic, and her small hands 
clasping a cross on her bosom, while, 
kneeling at her feet, obsequious slaves 
and tire-women were offering the richest 
gems and the most gorgeous robes to her 
serious and abstracted gaze. 

In another, she was represented as 
walking modestly to school, and winning 
the admiration of the son of the Roman 
Pretor, who fell sick—so says the legend 
—for the love of her. 

Then there was the demand of her 
hand in marriage by the princely father 
of the young man, and her calm rejection 
of the gorgeous gifts and splendid gems 
which he had brought to purchase her 
consent. 

Then followed in order her accusation 
before the tribunals as a Christian, her 
trial, and the various scenes of her mar- 
tyrdom. 

Although the drawing of the figures 
and the treatment of the subjects had the 
quaint stiffness of the thirteenth centu- 
ry, their general effect, as seen from the 
shady bowers of the garden, was of a sol- 
emn brightness, a strange and fanciful 
richness, which was poetical and impres- 
sive. 

In the centre of the garden was a foun- 
tain of white marble, which evidently 
was the wreck of something that had be- 
longed to the old Greek temple. The 
statue of a nymph sat on a green mossy 
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pedestal in the midst of a sculptured 
basin, and from a partially reversed urn 
on which she was leaning a clear stream 
of water dashed down from one mossy 
fragment to another, till it lost itself in 
the placid pool. 

The figure and face of this nymph, in 
their classic finish of outline, formed a 
striking contrast to the drawing of the 
Byzantine pair tings within the cloisters, 
and their juxtaposition in the same in- 
closure seemed a presentation of the spir- 
it of a past and present era: the past so 
graceful in line, so perfect and airy in 
conception, so utterly without spiritual 
aspiration or life; the present limited in 
artistic power, but so earnest, so intense, 
seeming to struggle and burn, amid its 
stiff and restricted boundaries, for the ex- 
pression of some diviner phase of human- 
ity. 

Nevertheless, the nymph of the foun- 
tain, different in style and execution as it 
was, was so fair a creature, that it was 
thought best, after the spirit of those days, 
to purge her from all heathen and im- 
proper histories by baptizing her in the 
waters of her own fountain, and bestow- 
ing on her the name of the saint to whose 
convent she was devoted. The simple 
sisterhood, little conversant in nice points 
of antiquity, regarded her as Saint Ag- 
nes dispensing the waters of purity to her 
convent; and marvellous and sacred prop- 
erties were ascribed to the water, when 
taken fasting with a suflicient number 
of prayers and other religious exercises. 
All around the neighborhood of this foun- 
tain the ground was one bed of blue and 
white violets, whose fragrance filled the 
air, and which were deemed by the nuns 
to have come up there in especial token 
of the favor with which Saint Agnes re- 
garded the conversion of this heathen 
relic to pious and Christian uses. 

This nymph had been an especial fa- 
vorite of the childhood of Agnes, and she 
had always had a pleasure which she 
could not exactly account for in gazing 
upon it. It is seldom that one sees in 
the antique conception of the immortals 
any trace of human feeling. Passionless 
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perfection and repose seem to be their 
uniform character. But now and then 
from the ruins of Southern Italy frag- 
ments have been dug, not only pure in 
outline, but invested with a strange pa- 
thetic charm, as if the calm, inviolable 
circle of divinity had been touched by 
some sorrowing sense of that unexplain- 
ed anguish with which the whole low- 
er creation groans. One sees this mys- 
tery of expression in the face of that 
strange and beautiful Psyche which still 
enchants the Museum of Naples. Some- 
thing of this charm of mournful pathos 
lingered on the beautiful features of this 
nymph, —an expression so delicate and 
shadowy that it seemed to address itself 
only to finer natures. It was as if all 
the silent, patient woe and discourage- 
ment of a dumb antiquity had been con- 
gealed into this memorial. Agnes was of- 
ten conscious, when a child, of being sad- 
dened by it, and yet drawn towards it 
with a mysterious attraction. 

About this fountain, under the shadow 
of bending rose-trees and yellow jessa- 
mines, was a circle of garden-seats, adopt- 
ed also from the ruins of the past. Here 
a graceful Corinthian capital, with every 
white acanthus-leaf perfect, stood in a mat 
of acanthus-leaves of Nature’s own mak- 
ing, glossy green and sharply cut; and 
there was a long portion of a frieze sculp- 
tured with graceful dancing figures; and 
in another place a fragment of a fluted 
column, with Iycopodium and colosseum 
vine hanging from its fissures in grace- 
ful draping. On these seats Agnes had 
dreamed away many a tranquil hour, 
making garlands of violets, and listen- 
ing to the marvellous legends of old Jo- 
cunda. 

In order to understand anything of the 
true idea of conventual life in those days, 
we must consider that books were as yet 
unknown, except as literary rarities, and 
reading and writing were among the rare 
accomplishments of the higher classes ; 
and that Italy, from the time that the great 
Roman Empire fell and broke into a thou- 
sand shivers, had been subject to a contin- 
ual series of conflicts and struggles, which 
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took from life all security. Norman, Dane, 
Sicilian, Spaniard, Frenchman, and Ger- 
man mingled and struggled, now up and 
now down; and every struggle was at- 
tended by the little ceremonies of sack- 
ing towns, burning villages, and routing 
out entire populations to utter misery 
and wretchedness. During these tumul- 
tuous ages, those buildings consecrated 
by a religion recognized alike by all par- 
ties afforded to misfortune the only in- 
violable asylum, and to feeble and dis- 
couraged spirits the only home safe from 
the prospect of reverses. 

If the destiny of woman is a problem 
that calls for grave attention even in our 
enlightened times, and if she is too often 
a sufferer from the inevitable movements 
of society, what must have been her po- 
sition and needs in those ruder ages, un- 
less the genius of Christianity had open- 
ed refuges for her weakness, made in- 
violable by the awful sanctions of reli- 
gion ? 

What could they do, all these girls and 
women together, with the twenty-four 
long hours of every day, without reading 
or writing, and without the care of chil- 
dren? Enough: with their multiplied 
diurnal prayer periods, with each its 
chants and ritual of observances, — with 
the preparation for meals, and the clear- 
ing away thereafter, — with the care of 
the chapel, shrine, sacred gifts, drapery, 
and ornaments, —with embroidering al- 
tar-cloths and making sacred tapers, — 
with preparing conserves of rose-leaves 
and curious spiceries,— with mixing drugs 
for the sick,— with all those mutual of- 
fices and services to each other which 
their relations in one family gave rise to, 
—and with divers feminine gossipries 
and harmless chatterings and cooings, one 
can conceive that these dove-cots of the 
Church presented often some of the most 
tranquil scenes of those convulsive and 
disturbed periods. 

Human nature probably had its varie- 
ties there as otherwhere. There were 
there the domineering and the weak, the 
ignorant and the vulgar and the patri- 
cian and the princess, and though pro- 
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fessedly all brought on the footing of 
sisterly equality, we are not to suppose 
any Utopian degree of perfection among 
them. The way of pure spirituality was 
probably, in the convent as well as out, 
that strait and narrow one which there 
be few to find. There, as elsewhere, the 
devotee who sought to progress faster to- 
ward heaven than suited the paces of 
her fellow-travellers was reckoned a 
troublesome enthusiast, till she got far 
enough in advance to be worshipped as 
a@ saint. 

Sister Theresa, the abbess of this con- 
vent, was the youngest daughter in a 
princely Neapolitan family, who from her 
cradle had been destined to the cloister, 
in order that her brother and sister might 
inherit more splendid fortunes and form 
more splendid connections. She had been 
sent to this place too early to have much 
recollection of any other mode of life; and 
when the time came to take the irrevoca- 
ble step, she renounced with composure 
a world she had never known. 

Ver brother had endowed her with 
a livre des heures, illuminated with all 
the wealth of blue and gold and divers 
colors which the art of those times af- 
forded, —a work executed by a pupil 
of the celebrated Fra. Angelico; and the 
possession of this treasure was regarded 
by her as a far richer inheritance than 
that princely state of which she knew 
nothing. Ifer neat little cell had a win- 
dow that looked down on the sea,—on 
Capri, with its fantastic grottos,— on Ve- 
suvius, with its weird daily and nightly 
changes. The light that came in from 
the joint reflection of sea and sky gave 
a golden and picturesque coloring to the 
simple and bare furniture, and in sunny 
weather she often sat there, just as a liz- 
ard lies upon a wall, with the simple, 
warm, delightful sense of living and being 
amid scenes of so much beauty. Of the 
life that people lived in the outer world, 
the strugyle, the hepe, the fear, the viv- 
id joy, the bitter sorrow, Sister Theresa 
knew nothing. She could form no judg- 
ment and give no advice founded on any 
such experience. 
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The only life she knew was a certain 
ideal one, drawn from the legends of the 
saints; and her piety was a calm, pure 
enthusiasm which had never been disturb- 
ed by a temptation or astrugele. Her rule 
in the Convent was even and serene; 
but those who came to her flock from 
the real world, from the trials and temp- 
tations of a real experience, were always 
enigmas to her, and she could scarcely 
comprehend or aid them. 

In fact, since in the cloister, as every- 
where else, character will find its level, it 
was old Jocunda who was the real gover- 
ness of the Convent. Jocunda was origi- 
nally a peasant woman, whose husband 
had been drafted to some of the wars of 
his betters, and she had followed his for- 
tunes in the camp. In the sack of a for- 
tress, she lost her husband and four sons, 
all the children she had, and herself re- 
ceived an injury which distorted her form, 
and so she took refuge in the Convent. 
Here her energy and savoir-faire ren- 
dered her indispensable in every depart- 
ment. She made the bargains, bought 
the provisions, (being ‘allowed to sally 
forth for these purposes,) and formed the 
medium by which the timid, abstract, de- 
fenceless nuns accomplished those mate- 
rial relations with the world with which 
the utmost saintliness cannot afford to 
dispense. Besides and above all this, 
Jocunda’s wide experience and endless 
capabilities of narrative made her an in- 
valuable resource for enlivening any dull 
hours that might be upon the hands of 
the sisterhood; and all these reeommen- 
dations, together with a strong mother- 
wit and native sense, soon made her so 
much the leading spirit in the Convent 
that Mother Theresa herself might be 
said to be under her dominion. 

“ So, so,” she said to Agnes, when she 
had closed the gate after Elsie, —“ you 
never come empty-handed. What love- 
ly oranges ! — worth doubie any that one 
can buy of anybody else but your grand- 
mother.” 

“Yes, and these flowers I brought to 
dress the altar.” 


“Ah, yes! Saint Agnes has given 
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you a particular grace for that,” said Jo- 
cunda. 

“ And I have brought a ring for her 
treasury,” said Agnes, taking out the gift 
of the Cavalier. 

“Holy Mother! here is something, to 
be sure !” said Jocunda, catching it eager- 
ly. “Why, Agnes, this is a diamond, 
—and as pretty a one as ever I saw. 
How it shines!” she added, holding it 
up. “That ’s a prince’s present. How 
did you get it?” 
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“T want to tell our mother about it,” 
said Agnes. 

“You do?” said Jocunda. “ You ’d 
better tell me. I know fifty times as 
much about such things as she.” 

“ Dear Jocunda, I will tell you, too ; 
but I love Mother Theresa, and I ought 
to give it to her first.” 

“ As you please, then,” said Jocunda. 
“Well, put your flowers here by the 
fountain, where the spray will keep them 
cool, and we will go to her.” 


GREEK 


Birssep are the shadows of porches 
and cloisters! Blessed the walls that 
shut us out from the dusty, dazzling 
world, and shed upon us the repose and 
consolation of our own serene humanity ! 
We, harassed among the base utilities of 
life, made weary and sore by the cease- 
less struggles of emulation and daily war- 
fare, turn wistfully to the Peripatetic 
among the shady groves of Athens,— 
dream of quiet Saracenic courts, echoing 
with plashy fountains,— of hooded monks, 
pacing away their cloistered lives beneath 
storied vaults and little patches of sky,— 
knowing, while we dream, that out of 
these came of yore the happiness of the 
old eurekas and the deep sweetness of 
ancient knowledge. And then, away 
from the city of our toil, the tumult of 
our ambitions, we gratefully find Vallom- 
brosas of our own, where we walk not 
alone, but in the pleasant companionship 
of elevated thoughts, and of old sages and 
masters, long passed away, but still wise 
and gentle to those who approach them 
with faith and simplicity. Here, like 
those chimes which wander unheeded 
over the house-tops of the roaring town, 
till they drop down blessed dews of 
Heaven into still, grass-grown courts and 
deserted by-ways, the great universal 
human heart beats closer to our own, 
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and our whole being palpitates with al- 
most ethereal sympathies. Voices of old 
minstrels, wandering down to us on loy- 
ing lips through the generations, murmur 
in our ears the dear burden of human 
affection for men and things; and the 
same tale is poured abundantly into our 
hearts by all those great masters who, 
through their Art, have become to us 
oracles of Beauty and eloquent inter- 
preters of the Love of God. 

There are few persons so hardened in 
the practical life as not to have recogniz- 
ed that in these moments of large and 
spiritual stillness all the processes of the 
mind seem to be instinctively attuned to 
harmonies almost celestial. Experience 
and memory present their pictures soften- 
ed and made gentle by some mysterious 
power. The imagination is swayed by 
the sweetest impulses of humanity; and 
the whole man is changed. ‘The mere 
instincts of affinity are purified and deep- 
ened into tenderest affection, and all the 
external relations of existence 

“come apparelled in more precious habit, 

More moving delicate and full of life, 

Into the eye and prospect of the soul,” 
than when they offered themselves to the 
ordinary waking senses. This is a won- 
der and a mystery. I sometimes believe, 
thinking on these things, that we have 
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inherited from our father Adam a habit of 
day-dreaming; that in this exile of coarse 
and work-day life our heated brows are 
sometimes fanned with breezes from some 
half-remembered Araby the Blest, and 
there instinctively come over us such vis- 
ions of beatitude that the Paradise we 
have lost is recalled to us, and we live 
once more among the dreamy and grate- 
ful splendors of Eden. These moods 
come upon us so like memories! But 
you, graybeard travellers in the Desert 
of Life, you are not to be deceived by 
the trickery of the elements; you know 
the moist mirage ; you are not to be be- 
guiled by it from your track; let the un- 
wary dream dreams of bubbling well- 
springs and pleasant shade, of palmy 
oases and tranquil repose; as for you, 
you must goad your camels and press 
onward for Jerusalem. 

But I like to chase phantoms; I hate 
the plodding of the caravans. I turn 
aside and spread my own tent apart. 
Will you tarry awhile under its shadow, 
O serious and gentle stranger, and listen 
to some poor words of mine ? 

These memories of Eden! Let us 
cherish them, for they are not worthless 
or deceitful. We, who, when we can, 
carry our hearts in our eyes, know very 
well, and have often said it before, that 
Eden is not so many days’ journey away 
from our feet that we may not inhale its 
perfumes and press our brows against its 
sod whenever we wish. It is not cant, I 
hope, to say that Eden is not lost entire- 
ly. There stands no angel at its gates 
with flaming sword ; nor did it fade away 
with all its legendary beauties, drop its 
leaves into the melancholy streams, leay- 
ing no trace behind of its glades and 
winding alleys, its stretches of flowery 
mead, its sunny hill-sides, and valleys of 
happiness and peace. But Eden still 
blooms wherever Beauty is in Nature; 
and Beauty, we know, is»everywhere. 
We cannot escape from it, if we would. 
It is ever knocking at the door of our 
hearts in sweet and unexpected missions 
of grace and tenderness. We are haunt- 
ed by it in our loneliest walks. Almost 
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unconsciously, out of flowers and trees, 
earth and sky, sunrises and sunsets, — out 
of mosses under the feet, mosses and peb- 
bles ‘and grasses,—out of the loveliness 
of moon and stars, their harmonies and 
changes,— out of sea-foam, and what sea- 
foam reveals to us of the rich and strange 
things beneath the waters far down,— out 
of sweet human eyes,— out of all these 
things creeps into our spirits the knowl- 
edge that God is Love, and His handi- 
work the expression of ineffable tender- 
ness and affection. I believe, indeed, 
that the principle of Beauty, philosophi- 
cally speaking, pervades all material ob- 
jects, all motions and sounds in Nature, 
—that it enters intimately into the very 
idea of Creation. But we, poor finite 
beings, do not seek for it, as we do for 
gold and gems. We remain content with 
those conventional manifestations of it 
which are continually and instinctively 
touching our senses as we walk the earth. 
Fearfully and wonderfully as we are 
made, there is no quality in our being 
so blessed as this sensitiveness to Beauty. 
All the organs of our life are attuned 
by it to that vast universal symphony 
which, in spite of the warring elements 
of passion and prejudice, unites us in 
friendly sympathies with all mankind. 
If 

“the meanest flower that blows can bring 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears,’— 
if it can so move some of us, who have 
cared to open the portals of our hearts 
to receive and cherish the little waif,— 
why, verily, the simple violet that blooms 
alike under every sky, the passing cloud 
that floats changing ever over every land, 
gathering equal glories from the sunsets 
of Italy and Labrador, are more potent 
missionaries of peace and good-will to all 
the earth than the most persuasive ac- 
cents of human eloquence. 

These are familiar truths. Like 


“The stretchéd metre of an antique song,” 


they flow from our grateful lips in ready 
words. But we do not suspect how these 
manifestations of material Beauty are re- 
ceived by the mysterious alembie of the 
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soul, — how they are worked up there by 
exquisite and subtile processes of moral 
chemistry, humanized, spiritualized, and 
appropriated unconsciously to sweet uses 
of piety and affection. We do not know 
how the star, the flower, the dear human 
face, the movement of a wave, the song of 
a bird,— we do not know how these things 
enter into the heart, become ideal, min- 
gle with human emotions, consecrate and 
are consecrated, and come forth once 
more. into light, but transfigured into ten- 
derest sympathies and the gentle offices 
of charity and grace. There was Words- 
worth, — he knew something of this still 
machinery, this “ kiss of toothed wheels” 
within the soul of man. Listen to him,— 
he had been to Tintern Abbey and heard 
once more the “ soft inland murmur ” of 
the Wye:— 

“These beauteous forms, 
Through a long absence, have not been to 

me 

As is a landscape to a blind man’s eye: 
But oft, in lonely rooms, and ’mid the din 
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them, 
In hours of weariness, sensations sweet, 
Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart, 
And passing even into my purer mind, 
With tranquil restoration: — feelings, too, 
Of unremembered pleasure: such, perhaps, 
As have no slight or trivial influence 
On that best portion of a good man’s life, 
His little, nameless, unremembered acts 
Of kindness and of love.” , 


And then who that has ever read it can 
forget his exquisite picture in the “ Edu- 
cation of a little Child” ?— 


“ And she shall lean her ear 
In many a secret place, 
Where rivulets dance their wayward round, 
And beauty born af murmuring sound 
Shall pass into her face!” 


The material Beauty of the world, as 
exhibited in the manifold objects, sounds, 
perfumes, motions of Nature, is created 
for a nobler purpose than only to delight 
the senses and please the esthetic facul- 
ties. I believe it is the distant source 
whence flow all our dear daily affections. 
We know, that, according to the sugges- 
tions of our merely human passions and 
instincts, we ease our hearts of Love by 
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heaping treasures and the choicest gifts 
of fancy in the laps of those whom we 
most dearly cherish. We take no credit 
to ourselves for such precious prodigal- 
ities ; for they are the inevitable and dis- 
interested outpourings of affection. They 
are received as such. And when we cast 
our eyes abroad and behold the loving 
prodigality of a divine hand, we accept 
the manifestation, are made happy in the 
consciousness of being beloved, and, con- 
stituted as we are in the image and like- 
ness of God, express our instinctive grat- 
itude in those fine human sympathies 
which impress the seal of Truth on the 
primary idea of our creation. 

And so, blessed are the shadows of 
porches and cloisters! Blessed the hours 
of serene meditation, when the “ tender 
grace of days that are dead,” of flowers 
that have faded, of scenes “cone glim- 
mering through the dream of things that 
were,” comes back to us with a new mean- 
ing, softening and refining the heart to 
unexpected capacities of affection. But 
how they fade away, these ghostly and 
unsubstantial pageants, when they “ scent 
the morning air”! How they leave in 
our hearts nought but the dim conscious- 
ness that we are capable of an existence 
ineffably deeper and vyaster than that 
which we lead in the visible world! Nought 
but this ? Alas, poor human nature ! do 
we leave the casket of Pandora open in 
wanton carelessness, and let all escape 
but the mere scent of the roses? Or 
does there not remain behind an inde- 
finable presence to comfort and console 
us, — the precious Jdeal of Beauty, — 

“ The light that never was on sea or land, 
The inspiration and the poet’s dream ’’? 
The human heart forever yearns to cre- 
ate,— this is the pure antique word for 
it, to give expression and life to an 
evasive loveliness that haunts the soul 
in those moments when the body is laid 
asleep and the spirit walks. There isa 
continual and godlike longing to embody 
these elusive phantoms of Beauty. But 
the immortal songs which remain unsung, 
the exquisite idyls which gasp for words, 
the bewildering and restless imagery 
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which seeks in vain the eternal repose 
of marble or of canvas,—while these con- 
fess the affectionate and divine desires 
of humanity, they prove how few there 
are to whom it is given to learn the great 
lesson of Creation. When one arises 
among us, who, like Pygmalion, makes 
no useless appeal to the Goddess of Beau- 
ty for the gift of life for his Ideal, and 
who creates as he was created, we cher- 
ish him as a great interpreter of human 
love. We call him poet, composer, artist, 
and speak of him reverently as Master. 
We say that his lips have been wet with 
dews of Hybla,—that, like the sage of 
Crotona, he has heard the music of the 
spheres, — that he comes to us, another 
Numa, radiant and inspired from the kiss- 
es of Egeria. 

Thus, as infinite Love begets infinite 
Beauty, so does infinite Beauty reflect in- 
to finite perceptions that image of its di- 
vine parentage which the antique world 
worshipped under the personification of 
Astarte, Aphrodite, Venus, and recogniz- 
ed as the great creative principle lying at 
the root of all high Art. 

There is a curious passage in Boehme, 
which relates how Satan, when asked the 
cause of the enmity of God and his own 
consequent downfall, replied, —“ I wish- 
ed to be an Artist.” So, according to 
antique tradition, Prometheus manufac- 
tured a man and woman of clay, animat- 
ed them with fire stolen from the chari- 
ot of the Sun, and was punished for the 
crime of Creation; Titans chained him 
to the rocks of the Indian Caucasus for 
thirty thousand years ! 

This Ideal, this Aphrodite of old my- 
thologies, still reigns over the world of 
Art, and every truly noble effort of the 
artist is saturated with her spirit, as with 
a religion. It is impossible for a true 
work of Art to exist, unless this great 
creative principle of Love be present in 
its inception, in its execution, in its de- 
tail. It must be pervaded with the warmth 
of human, passionate affection. The skill 
which we are so apt to worship is but 
the instrument in the hands of Love. It 
is the means by which this humanity is 
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transferred to the work, and there ideal- 
ized in the forms of Nature. Thus the 
test of Art is in our own hearts. It is 
not something far away from us, throw- 
ing into our presence gleaming reflec- 
tions from some supernal source of Light 
and Beauty ; but it is very near to us, 
—so near, that, like the other blessings 
which lie at our feet, we overlook it in 
our far-reaching searches after the imag- 
inary good. We, poor underlings, have 
been taught in the school of sad experi- 
ence the mortal agony of Love without 
Skill, —the power of perception, without 
the power of utterance. We know how 
dumb are'the sweet melodies of our souls, 
—how fleeting their opulent and dreamy 
pageantries. “But we have not fully learn- 
ed the utter emptiness and desolation of 
Skill without Love. We accept its sound- 
ing brass and tinkling cymbals for immor- 
tal harmonies. We look reverently up- 
on its tortured marbles and its canvases 
stained with academie knowledge as rey- 
elations of higher intelligence ; forgetting, 
that, if we go down to the quiet places 
of our own souls, we shall find there the 
universe reflected, like a microcosm, in 
the dark well-springs, and that out of 
these well-springs in the deep silence ris- 
es the beautiful Ideal, Anadyomene, to 
compensate and comfort us for the va- 
cancy of Life. If we know ourselves, it 
is not to the dogmas of critics, the artifi- 
cial rules of wsthetics, that we most wisely 
resort for judgments concerning works of 
Art. Though technical externals and the 
address of manipulation naturally take 
possession of our senses and warp our 
opinions, there are depths of immortal 
Truth within us, rarely sounded, indeed, 
but which can afford a standard and a 
criterion far nobler than the schools can 
give us. 

The broken statues and columns and 
traditions and fragmentary classics which 
Greece has left us are so still and tran- 
quil to the eye and ear, that we search in 
vain for the Delphic wisdom they contain, 
till we find it echoed in the sympathetic 
depths of our souls, and repeated in the 
half-impalpable Ideals there. It is to 
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Greece that we must look for the external 
type of these Ideals, whose existence we 
but half suspect within us. It is not pleas- 
ant, perhaps, to think that we were nearly 
unconscious of the highest capacities of 
our humanity, till we recognized their full 
expression in the ashes of a distant and 
dead civilization, —that we did not know 
ourselves, till 


“ The airy tongues that syllable men’s names 
In pathless wildernesses ” 


uttered knowledge to us among the ghast- 
ly ruins of Hellas. It is good for us to 
lend a spiritual ear to these ancient whis- 
perings, and hear nymph calling to nymph 
and faun to faun, as they caper merrily 
with the god Pan through the silence. It 
is good for us to listen to that “ inextin- 
guishable laughter” of the happy immor- 
tals of Olympus, ever mingling with all 
the voices of Nature and setting them to 
the still sweet music of humanity,—good, 
because so we are reminded how close 
we are to the outward world, and how all 
its developments are figurative expres- 
sions of our near relationships with the 
visible Beauty of things. Thus it is that 
the poetic truths of old religions exqui- 
sitely vindicate themselves ; thus we find, 
even we moderns, with our downward 
eyes and our wrinkled brows, that we 
still worship at the mythological altars 
of childlike divinities; and when we can 
get away from the distracting Bedlam of 
steam-shrieks and machinery, we behold 
the secrets of our own hearts, the Lares 
and Penates of our own households, re- 
flected in the “ white ideals” on antique 
vases and medallions. 


Abstract lines are the most concentrat- 
‘ed expressions of human ideas, and, as 
‘such, are peculiarly sensitive to the crit- 
ical tests of all theories of the Beautiful. 
Distinguished from the more usual and di- 
rect means by which artists express their 
inspirations and appeal to the sympathies 
of men, distinct from the common lan- 
guage of Art, which contents itself with 
conveying merely local and individual 
ideas, abstract lines are recognized as the 
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grand hieroglyphic symbolism of the ag- 
gregate of human thought, the artistic 
manifestations of the great human Cos- 
mos. The natural world, passing through 
the mind of man, is immediately inter- 
preted and humanized by his creative 
power, and assumes the colors, forms, and 
harmonies of Painting, Sculpture, and 
Music. But abstract lines, as we find 
them in Architecture and in the ceramic 
arts, are the independent developments 
of this creative power, coming directly 
from humanity itself, and obtaining from 
the outward world only the most distant 
motives of composition. Thus it is an 
inevitable deduction that Architecture is 
the most human of all arts, and its lines 
the most /wman of all lines. 


“A thing of beauty is a joy forever”; 


and the affectionate devotion with which 
this gift is received by finite intelligences 
from the hand of God is expressed in 
Art, when its infinite depth can be so ex- 
pressed at all, in a twofold language, — 
the one objective, the other subjective; 
the one recalling the immediate source 
of the emotion, and presenting it palpa- 
bly to the senses, arrayed in all the in- 
effable tenderness of Art, which is Love, 
—the other, portraying rather the emo- 
tion than the cause of it, and by an 
instinctive and universal symbolism ex- 
pressing the deep and serious joy with 
which the “thing of beauty” is welcomed 
to the heart. Hence come those lines 
which esthetic writers term “ Lines of 
Beauty,” so eloquent to us with an un- 
comprehended meaning,—so near, and 
yet so far,—so simple, and yet so mysteri- 
ous,— so animated with life and thought 
and musical motion, and yet so still and 
serene and spiritual. Links which bind 
us fraternally to old intelligences, tendrils 
by which the soul climbs up to a wider 
view of the glimmering landscape, they 
are grateful’ and consoling to us. We 
look with cognizant eyes at their subtile 
affinities with some unexpressed part of 
human life, and, turning one to another, 
are apt to murmur, 
“ We cannot understand: we love.” 
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The mysteries of orb and cycle, with 
which old astrologers girded human life, 
and sought to define from celestial phe- 
nomena the horoscope of man, have been 
brought down to modern applications by 
learned philosophers and mathematicians. 
These have labored with a godlike ener- 
gy and skill to trace the interior relation- 
ships existing between the recondite rev- 
elations of their Geometry, their wonderful 
laws of mathematical harmonies and uni- 
ties, and those lines which by common 
consent are understood to be exponential 
of certain phases of our own existence. 
No well-organized intellect can fail to 
perceive that a sublime and immortal 
Truth underlies these speculations. Un- 
doubtedly, in the straight line, in the conic 
sections, in the innumerable composite 
curves of the mathematician, lie the germs 
of all these symbolic expressions. But 
the artist, whose lines of Beauty vary 
continually with the emotions which pro- 
duee them, who feels in his own human 
heart the irresistible impulse which gives 
an exquisite balance and poise to those 
lines, cannot allow that the spirit of his 
compositions is governed by the exact 
and rigid formule of the philosopher to 
any greater extent or in any other man- 
ner than as the numbers of the poet are 
ruled by the grammar of his language. 
These formule may be applied as a cu- 
rious test to ascertain what strange sym- 
pathies there may be between such lines 
and the vast organic harmonies of Nature 
and the Universe ; but they do not enter 
into the soul of their creation any more 
than the limitations of counterpoint and 
rhythm laid their incubus on the lyre of 
Apollo. The porches where Callicra- 
tes, Hermogenes, and Callimachus walk- 
ed were guarded by no such Cerberus as 
the disciples of Plato encountered at the 
entrance of the groves of the Acade- 
my,— 

“Obdete dyewpétpytos eicitw,” 
“Let no one ignorant of Geometry enter here”; 


but the divine Aphrodite welcomed all 
mankind to the tender teachings of the 
Wild Acanthus, the Honeysuckle, and the 
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Sea-Shell, and all the deep utterances of 
boundless Beauty. 

Truly, it is sad and dispiriting to the 
artist to find that all modern esthetical 
writings limit and straiten the free walks 
of highest Art with strict laws deduced 
from rigid science, with mathematical pro- 
portions and the formal restrictions of fix- 
ed lines and curves, nicely adapted from 
the frigidities of Euclid. The line A B 
must equal the line C D; somewhere in 
space must be found the centre or the 
focus of every curve; and every angle 
must subtend a certain are, to be easily 
found on reference to the tables of the 
text-books. “The melancholy days have 
come” for Art, when the meditative stu- 
dent finds his early footsteps loud among 
these dry, withered, and sapless leaves, 
instead of brushing away the dews by the 
fountains of perpetual youth. I am aware 
of no extant English work on Greek Lines 
which does not aim to reduce that mag- 
nificent old Hellenic poetry to the cold, 
hard limitations of Geometry. Modern 
Pharisees nail that antique Ideal of love- 
liness and purity to a mathematical cross. 

Now it is capable of distinct proof, that 
abstract Lines of Beauty, even in a great- 
er degree than any other expressions of 
Art, are born and baptized in Love. Be- 
cause parabolic curves frequently coin- 
cide with these lines, it is no proof that 
they created them. 


The Water-Lily, or Lotus, perpetually 
occurs in Oriental mythology as the sub- 
lime and hallowed symbol of the produe- 
tive power in Nature,—the emblem of 
that creat life-giving principle which the 
Hindu and the Egyptian and all early 
nations instinctively elevated to the high- 
est and most cherished place in their 
Pantheons. Payne Knight, quoted in 
Mr. Squier’s work on the “ Antiquities 
of America,” ingeniously attributes the 
adoption of this symbol to the fact, that 
the Lotus, instead of rejecting its seeds 
from the vessels where they are germi- 
nated, nourishes them in its bosom till 
they have become perfect plants, when, 
arrayed in all the irresistible panoply 
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of grace and beauty, tney spring forth, 
Minerva-like, float down the current, and 
take root wherever deposited. And so it 
was used by nearly all the early peoples to 
express the creative spirit which gives life 
and vegetation to matter. Lacshmi, the 
beautiful Hindu goddess of abundance, 
corresponding to the Venus Aphrodite of 
the Greeks, was called “ the Lotus-born,” 
as having ascended from the ocean in 
this flower. Tere, again, is the inevi- 
table intermingling of the eternal prin- 
ciples of Beauty, Love, and the Creative 
Power in that pure triune medallion im- 
age which the ancients so tenderly cher- 
ished and so exquisitely worshipped with 
vestal fires and continual sacrifices of 
Art. Old Father Nile, reflecting in his 
deep, mysterious breast the monstrous 
temples of Nubia and Pyle, bears elo- 
quent witness to the earnestness and sin- 
cerity of the old votive homage to Isis, 
“the Lotus-erowned” Venus of Egypt. 
For the symbolic Water-Lily, recreated by 
human Art, blooms forever in the capi- 
tals of Karnac and Thebes, and wherev- 
er columns were reared and lintels laid 
throughout the length and breadth of the 
“TLand of Bondage.” It is the key-note 
of all that architecture; and a brief ex- 
amination into the principles of this new 
birth of the Lotus, of the monumental 
straightening and stiffening of its grace- 
ful and easy lines, will afford some in- 
sight into the strange processes of the 
human mind, when it follows the grand- 
est impulse of Love, and out of the mate- 
rial beauties of Nature creates a work of 
Art. 

It is well known that the religion of 
the old Egyptians led them to regard this 
life as a mere temporary incident, an un- 
important phase of their progress toward 
that larger and grander state imaged to 
them with mysterious sublimity in the 
idea of Death or Eternity. In accord- 
ance with this belief, they expressed in 
their dwellings the sentiment of transito- 
riness and vicissitude, and in their tombs 
the immortality of calm repose. And so 
their houses have crumbled into dust 
ages ago, but their tombs are eternal. In 
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all the relations of Life the sentiment of 
Death was present in some form or other. 
The hallowed mummies of their ancestors 
were the most sacred mortgages of their 
debts, and to redeem them speedily was 
a point of the highest honor. They had 
corpses at their feasts to remind them 
how transitory were the glory and happi- 
ness of the world, how eternal the tran- 
quillity of Death. 

Now, how was this prevailing idea 
expressed in their Art? They looked 
around them and saw that all Organic 
Life was full of movement and wavy 
lines; their much-loved Lotus undulated 
and bent playfully to the solemn flow of 
the great Nile; the Ibis fluttered with 
continual motion ; their own bodies were 
full of ever-changing curves; and their 
whole visible existence was unsteady, like 
the waves of the sea. But when the tem- 
porary Life was changed, and “ this mor- 
tal put on immortality,” their eyes and 
souls were filled with the utter stillness 
and repose of its external aspects; its 
features became rigid and fixed, and were 
settled to an everlasting and immutable 
calm; the vibrating grace of its lines de- 
parted, and their ever-varying complexi- 
ty became simplified, and assumed the 
straightness and stiffness of Death. So 
the straight line, the natural expression 
of eternal repose, in contradistinction to 
the wavy line, which represents the ani- 
mal movements of Life, became the mo- 
tive and spirit of their Art. The anoma- 
ly of Death in Life was present in every 
development of the creative faculty, and 
no architectural feature could be so slight 
and unimportant as not to be thoroughly 
permeated with this sentiment. The ten- 
der and graceful lines of the Lotus be- 
came sublime and monumental under the 
religious loyalty of Egyptian chisels ; and 
these lines, whether grouped or single, 
in the severity of their fateful repose, in 
their stateliness and immobility, wherever 
found, are awful with the presence of a 
grand serious humanity long passed away 
from any other contact with living creat- 
ures. The rendering of the human form, 
under this impulse of Art, produced re- 
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sults in which the idea of mutability was 
so overwhelmed in this grandeur of im- 
mortality, that we cry 

“0 melancholy eyes! 
O vacant eyes! from which the soul has gone 
To gaze in other lands,” 


bend not upon us, living and loving mor- 
tals, that stony stare of death, —lest we 
too, as smit with the basilisk, be turned 
into monumental stone, and all the dear 
grace and movement of life be lost for- 
ever! 
* Solid-set, 
And moulded in colossal calm,” 


all the lines of this lost Art thus recall 
the sentiment of endless repose, and even 
the necessary curves of its mouldings 
are dead with straightness. The Love 
which produced these lines was not the 
passionate Love which we understand 
and feel; they were not the result of a 
sensuous impulse; but the Egyptian art- 
ist seemed ever to be standing alone in 
the midst of a trackless and limitless des- 
ert,—around him earth and sky meeting 
with no kiss of affection, no palpitating 
embrace of mutual sympathy; he felt 
himself encircled by a calm and pitiless 
Destiny, the cold expression of a Fate 
from which he could not flee, and in him- 
self the centre and soul of it all. Op- 
pressed thus with a vast sense of spiritual 
loneliness, when he uttered the inspira- 
tions of Art, the memories of playful 
palms and floating lilies and fluttering 
wings, though they came warm to the 
Love of his heart, were attuned in the 
outward expression to the deep, solemn, 
prevailing monotone of his humanity. 
His Love for the Lotus and the Ibis, 
more profound than the passion of the 
senses, dwelt serene in the bottom of his 
soul, and thence came forth transfigured 
and dedicated to the very noblest uses of 
Life. And this is the Art of Egypt. 

But among all the old nations which 
have perished with their gods, Greece 
appeals to our closest sympathies. She 
looks upon us with the smile of childhood, 
free, contented, and happy, with no as- 
cetic self-denials to check her wild-flower 
growth, no stern religion to bind the lib- 
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erty of her actions. All her external 
aspects are in harmony with the weak- 
ness and the strength of human nature. 
We recognize ourselves in her, and find 
all the characteristics of our own human- 
ity there developed into a theism so di- 
vine, clothed with a personification so 
exquisite and poetical, that the Hellenic 
mythology seems still to live in our hearts, 
a silent and shadowy religion without cer- 
emonies or altars or sacrifices. The fes- 
tive gods of the “ Iliad” made man a deity 
to himself, and his soul the dwelling-place 
of Ideal Beauty. Jn this Ideal they lived 
and moved and had their being, and came 
forth thence, bronze, marble, chrysele- 
phantine, a statuesque and naked hu- 
manity, chaste in uncomprehended sin 
and glorified in antique virtue. The 
Beauty of this natural Life and the Love 
of it was the soul of the Greek Ideal; and 
the nation continually cherished and cul- 
tivated and refined this Ideal with im- 
pulses from groves of Arcadia, vales of 
Tempe, and flowery slopes of Attica, from 
the manliness of Olympic Games and 
the loveliness of Spartan Helens. They 
cherished and cultivated and refined it, 
because here they set up their altars to 
known gods and worshipped attributes 
which they could understand. The Ideal 
was their religion, and the Art which came 
from it the expression of their highest 
aspiration. 

Lines of Beauty, produced in such a 
soil, were not, as might at first be sup- 
posed, tropic growths of wanton and lux- 
urious curves, wild, spontaneous utter- 
ances of superabundant Life. The finely 
studied perception of the Greek artist 
admitted no merely animal, vegetable, 
instinctive, licentious renderings of what 
Nature was ever giving him with a liberal 
hand in the whorls of shells, the veins of 
leaves, the life of flames, the convolutions 
of serpents, the curly tresses of woman, 
the lazy grace of clouds, the easy sway 
of tendrils, flowers, and human motion. 
He was no literal interpreter of her whis- 
pered secrets. But the Grace of his 
Art was a deliberate grace,— a grace of 
thought and study. His lines were crea- 
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tions, and not instinets or imitations. They 
came from the depth of his Love, and it 
was his religion so to nurture and edu- 
cate his sensitiveness to Beauty and his 
power to love and create it, that his works 
of Art should be deeds of passionate wor- 
ship and expressions of a godlike human- 
ity. Unlike the Egyptian’s, there was 
nothing in Ais creed to check the sweet 
excess of Life, and no grim shadow, 
“feared of man,” scared him in his walks, 
or preached to him sermons of mortality 
in the stones and violets of the wayside. 
Life was hallowed and dear to him for its 
own sake. Ile saw it was lovable, and he 
made it the theme of his noblest poems, 
his subtilest philosophies, and his highest 
Art. Ilence the infinite joy and endless 
laughter on Olympus, the day-long feast- 
ing, the silver stir of strings in the hollow 
shell of the exquisite Pharbus, “ the soft 
song of the Muse with voices sweetly re- 
plying.” 

I believe that all true Lines of Grace 
and Beauty, in their highest, inted/ectual, 
human significance, may be concentrated 
and expressed in one; not a precise and 
exact line, like a formula of mathematics, 
to which the neophyte can refer for de- 
ductions of Grace to suit any premises or 
conditions. This, of course, is contrary 
to the spirit of beautiful design ; and the 
ingenious Hay, who maintains that his 
“ composite ellipse” is capable of univer- 
sal application in the arts of ornamental 
composition, and that by its use any de- 
sirable lines in mouldings or vases can be 
mechanically produced, especially Greek 
lines, falls into the grave error of endeay- 
oring to materialize and fix that animu- 
la vagula, blandula, that coy and evasive 
spirit of Art, which is its peculiar charac- 
teristic, and gives to its works inspiration, 
harmony, and poetic sentiment. Ideal 
Beauty can be hatched from no geomet- 
vical eggs. But the line which I refer to, 
as the expression of most subtile Grace, 
pretends to be merely a type of that large 
language of forms with which the most 
refined intellects of antiquity uttered their 
Love, and their joyful worship of Aphro- 
dite. This line, of course, is Greek. 
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The three great distinctive eras of 
Art, in a purely psychological sense, have 
been the Egyptian, the Grecian, and the 
Romanesque, — including in the latter 
term both Roman Art itself and all sub- 
sequent Art, whether derived directly or 
indirectly from Rome, as the Byzantine, 
the Moresque, the Medieval, and the 
Renaissance. Selecting the most char- 
acteristic works to which these great eras 
respectively gave birth, it is not diflicult, 
by comparison, to ascertain the master- 
spirit, or type, to which each of these 
three families may be reduced. If we 
place these types side by side, the re- 
sult will be as in the diagram, present- 
ing to the eye, at one view, the concen- 
tration of three civilizations, Destiny, 
Lover, and Lirr ;— Destiny, finding ut- 
terance in the stern and inflexible sim- 
plicity of the tombs and obelisks of Egypt 5 
Love, expressing itself in the statuesque 
and thoughtful grace of Grecian temples, 
statues, and urns; Life, in the sensuous 
and impulsive change, evident in all the 
developments of Art, since Greece be- 
eame Achaia, a province of the Roman 
Empire. Here we behold the perpetual 
youth, the immortal genius of Hellas, 
tempering the solid repose of Egypt with 
the passion of Life. This intermediate 
Beauty is the essence of the age of Peri- 
cles; and in it “the capable eye” may 
discover the pose of the Cnidian Venus 
of Praxiteles, of the Jupiter Olympius of 
Phidias, and the other lost wonders of 
ancient chisels, and, more directly, the 
tender severity of Doric capitals, and the 
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secret grace of the shafts of the Parthe- 
non. 

You remember Pliny’s account of the 
visit of Apelles to the great painter Pro- 
togenes, at Rhodes ;— how, not finding 
him at home, Apelles inscribed a line up- 
on a board, assuring the slave that this 
line would signify to the master who had 
Whatever the line 
was, Protogenes, we hear, recognized in 
it the hand of the greatest limner of 
Greece. It was the signature of that 
Ideal, known to the antique world by its 
wider developments in the famous pic- 
tures of the Venus Anadyomene, and 
Alexander with the Thunderbolt, hung 
in the temple of Diana at Ephesus. 

The gravity with which this apparently 


been to see him. 


trifling anecdote is given us from antiq- 
uity evidently proves that it was one of 
the household tales of old Greece. It 
did not seem absurd in those times, when 
Art was recognized as a great Unity, an 
elaborate system of infinite language 
founded on the simplest elements of 
Life, and in its grandest and widest flow- 
ings bearing ever in its bosom, like a 
great river, the memory of the little 
weeping Naiad far up among the moun- 
tains with her “impoverished urn.” And 
so every great national Art, growing up 
naturally out of the necessities of an ear- 
nest people, expressing the grand mo- 
tives of their Life, as that of the Greeks 
and the Keyptians and the medixval na- 
tions of Europe, is founded on the sim- 
plest laws. So long as these laws are 
obeyed in simplicity and Love, Art is 
good and true; so long as it remembers 
the purity and earnestness of its child- 
hood, the strength that is ordained out of 
the mouth of babes is present in all its 
expressions; but when it spreads itself 
abroad in the fens and marshes of hu- 
manity, it has lost the purity of its aim, 
the singleness and unity of its action, — 
it becomes stagnant, and sleeps in the 
Death of Idleness. 

Therefore I believe in the expressive- 
ness of single lines as symbols of the 
grandest phases of human Life. And 
when one studies Greek Art, the whole 
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motive of it seems so childlike and so 
simple that the impulse to seek for that 
little Naiad which is the fountain and 
source of it all is irresistible. Look at 
the line I have traced, and see if there is 
not a curious humanity about it. It is 
impossible to produce it with a wanton 
flourish of the pencil, as I have done in 
that wavy, licentious curve, which Ho- 
garth, in his quaint “Analysis of Beau- 
ty,” assumes as the line of true Grace ; 
nor yet are its infinite motions governed 
by any cold mathematical laws. In it is 
the earnest and deliberate labor of Love. 
There are thought and tenderness in 
every instant of it; but this thought is 
graye and almost solemn, and this ten- 
derness is chastened and purified by wise 
reserve. Measure it by time, and you 
will find it no momentary delight, no vo- 
luptuous excess which comes and goes in 
a breath; but there is a whole cycle of 
deep human feeling in it. It is the se- 
rene joy of a nation, and not the pas- 
sionate impulse of a man. Observe, 
from beginning to end, its intention is to 
give expression by the serpentine line to 
that sentiment of beautiful Life which 
was the worship of the Greeks ; but they 
did not toss it off, like a wine-cup at a 
feast. They prolonged it through all the 
varied emotions of a lifetime with exqui- 
site art, making it the path of their edu- 
cation in childhood and of their wider ex- 
perience as men. All the impulses of hu- 
manity they bent to a kindly parallelism 
with it. This is that famous principle 
of Variety in Unity which St. Augustine 
and hosts of other philosophers coysider- 
ed the true Ideal of Beauty. Start with 
this line from the top upon its journey- 
ing: look at the hesitation of it, ere it 
launches into action ; how it cherishes its 
resources, and gathers up its strength !— 
with a confidence in its beautiful Destiny, 
and yet a chaste shrinking from the full 
enjoyment of it, how inevitably, but how 
purely, it yields itself up to the sudden 
curve! It does not embrace this curve 
with a sensuous sweep, nor does it, like 
Sappho, throw itself with quick passion 
into the tide. It enters with maidenly 
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and dignified reserve into its new Life; 
and then how is this new Life spent? As 
you glance at it, it seems almost ascetic, 
and reminds you of the rigid fatalism of 
Egypt. Its grace is almost strangled, as 
those other serpents were in the grasp 
of the child Hercules. But if you watch 
it attentively, you will find it ever chang- 
ing, though with subtilest refinement, ev- 
er human, and true to the great laws of 
emotion. There is no straight line here, 
—no Death in Life,—but the severi- 
ty and composure of intellectual medita- 
tion, — meditation, moving with serious 
pleasure along the grooves of happy 
change, — 


“As all the motions of its starry train 
Were governed by a strain 
Of music, audible to it alone!” 


As the eye is cheated out of its rectitude, 
following this grave delight, and seems to 
dilate and grow dreamy in the cool shade 
of imaginative cloisters and groves, the 
wanton joyousness of Lite, with its long 
waving lily-stems and the luscious pend- 
ing of vines, comes with dim recollections 
into the mind, but modified by a certain 
habitual chastity of thought. Follow the 
line still farther, and you will find it 
grateful to the sight, neither fatiguing 
with excess of monotony nor cloying the 
appetite with change. And when the 
round hour is full and the end comes, 
this end is met by a Fate, which does 
not clip with the shears of Atropos and 
leaye an aching void, but fulfils itself’ in 
gentleness and peace. The line bends 
quietly and unconsciously towards the 
beautiful consummation, and then dies, 
because its work is done. 

This is the way the Greeks made that 
Line which represents to “the capable 
eye” the true Attie civilization. And 
when we examine the innumerable lines 
of Grecian architecture, we find that they 
never for an instant lost sight of this 
Ideal. The fine humanity of it was ey- 
erywhere present, and mingled not only 
with such grand and heroic lines as those 
of the sloping pediments and long-drawn 
entablatures of the Parthenon and The- 
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seion, bending them into curves so subtile- 
ly modulated that our coarse perceptions 
did not perceive the variations from the 
dead straight lines till the careful ad- 
measurements of Penrose and Cockerel 
and their confréres of France assured us 
of the fact, — not only did it make these 
enormous harp-strings vibrate with deep 
human soul-music, but there is not an 
abstract line in moulding, column, or 
vase, belonging to old Greece or the isl- 
ands of the 2gean or Ionia or the col- 
onies of Italy, which does not have the 
same intensity of meaning, the same stat- 
uesque Life of thought. Besides, I very 
much doubt if the same line, in all its 
parts and proportions, is ever repeated 
twice,— certainly not with any emphasis ; 
and this is following out the great law of 
our existence, which varies the emotion 
infinitely with the occasion which pro- 
duced it. Let us suppose, for example, 
that a moulding was needed to crown a 
column with fitting glory and grace. 
Now the capital of a column may fairly 
be called the throne of Ideal expression ; 
it is the cour d'honneur of Art. The 
architect in this emergency did not set 
himself at “ the antique,” and seek for au- 
thorities, and reproduce and copy; for he 
desired not only an abstract line of Beau- 
ty there, but a line which in every re- 
spect should answer all the requirements 
of its peculiar position, a line which should 
have its individual and essential relation- 
ships with the other lines around it, those 
of shaft, architrave, frieze, and cornice, 
should swell its fitting melody into the 
great fugue. And so, between the sum- 
mit of the long shaft and that square block, 
the abacus, on which reposes the dead 
weight of the lintel of Greece, the Dorie 
echinus was fashioned, crowning the se- 
rene Atlas-labor of the column with ex- 
quisite glory, and uniting the upright and 
horizontal masses of the order with a 
marriage ring, whose beauty is its per- 
fect fitness. The profile of this moulding 
may be rudely likened to the upper and 
middle parts of the line assumed as the 
representative of the Greek Ideal. But 
it varied ever with the exigency of cir- 
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cumstances. Over the short and solid 
shafts of Pastum, it became flat and al- 
most horizontal; they needed there an 
expression of emphatic and sudden grace ; 
they meet the abacus with a moulding of 
passionate energy, in which the soft un- 
dulations of Beauty are nearly lost in a 
masculine earnestness of purpose. On 
the other hand, the more slender and 
feminine columns of the Parthenon glide 
into the echinus with gentleness and sweet- 
ness, crown themselves with a diadem of 
chastity, as if it grew there by Fate, pre- 
ordained from the base of the shaft, like 
a flower from the root. It was created 
as with “the Dorian mood of soft record- 
ers.” Between these two extremes there 
is an infinity of change, everywhere mod- 
ified and governed by “ the study of im- 
agination.” 

The same characteristics of nervous 
grace and severe intellectual restraint 
are found wherever the true Greek art- 
ist put his hand and his heart to work. 
Every moulding bears the impress of ut- 
ter refinement, and modulates the light 
which falls upon it with exquisite and 
harmonious gradations of shade. The 
sun, as it touches it, makes visible music 
there, as if it were the harp of Memnon,— 
now giving us a shadow-line sharp, strict, 
and defined, now drawing along a beam of 
quick and dazzling light, and now dying 
away sofily and insensibly into cool shade 
again. All the phenomena of reflected 
lights, half lights, and broken lights are 
brought in and attuned to the great dex- 
dal melody of the edifice. The antiqui- 
ties of Attica afford nothing frivolous or 
capricious or merely fanciful, no playful 
extravagances or wanton meanderings of 
line ; but ever loyal to the purity of a 
hich Ideal, they present to us, even from 
their ruins, a wonderful and very evi- 
dent Unity of expression, pervading and 
governing every possible mood and man- 
ner of thought. No phase of Art that 
ever existed gives us a line so very hu- 
man and simple in itself as this Greek 
type, and so pliable to all the uses of mon- 
umental language. If this type were a 
mere mathematical type, its applicabili- 


Greek Lines. 


665 


ty to the expression of human emotions 
would be limited to a formalism absolute- 
ly fatal to the freedom of thought in Art. 
But because it has its birth in intense 
Love, in refined appreciation of all the 
movements of Life and all the utterances 
of Creation, because it is the humanized 
essence of these motions and develop- 
ments, it becomes thus an inestimable 
Unity, containing within itself the germs 
of a new world of ever new delight. 
When this type in Greek Art was 
brought to Bear on the interpretation of 
natural forms into architectural language, 
we shall curiously discover that the ere- 
ative pride of the artist and his rever- 
ence for the integrity of his Ideal were so 
great, that he not only subjected these 
forms to a rigid subservience to the ab- 
stract line till Nature was nearly lost in 
Art, but the immediate adoption of these 
forms under any circumstances was lim- 
ited to some three or four of the most 
ordinary vegetable productions of Greece 
and to one sea-shell. This wise reserve 
and self-restraint, among the boundless 
riches of a delicious climate and a soil 
teeming with fertility, present to us the 
best proof of the fastidious purity of ar- 
tistic intentions. Nature poured out at 
the feet of the Greek artist a most plen- 
teous offering, and the lap of Flora over- 
flowed for him with tempting garlands of 
Beauty ; but he did not gather these up 
with any greedy and indiscriminate hand, 
he did not intoxicate himself at the har- 
vest of the vineyard. Full of the divinity 
of high purpose, and intent upon the no- 
bler aim of creating a pure work of Art, 
he considered serenely what were his 
needs for decoration, took lovingly a few 
of the most ordinary forms, and, study- 
ing the creative sentiment of them, breath- 
ed a new and immortal life into them, 
and tenderly and hesitatingly applied 
them to the work of illustrating his grand 
Ideal. These leaves and flowers were 
selected not for their own sake, though 
he felt them to be beautiful, but for the 
decorative motive they suggested, the hu- 
manity there was in them, and the har- 
mony they had with the emergencies of 
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his design. The design was not bent to 
accommodate them, but they were trans- 
lated and lifted up into the sphere of 
Art. 

A drawing of the Tonic capitals of the 
temple of Minerva Polias in the Erech- 
theum is accessible to nearly everybody. 
It is well to turn to it and see what use 
the Greeks, under such impulses, made 
of the Wild Honeysuckle and of Sea- 
Shells. Perhaps this capital affords one 
of the most instructive epitomes of Greek 
Art, inasmuch as in its composition use is 
made of so much that Nature gave, and 
those gifts are so tenderly modelled and 
wrought into such exquisite harmony and 
eloquent repose. Examine the volute: 
this is the nearest approach to a mathe- 
matical result that can be found in Gre- 
cian architecture ; yet this very approxi- 
mation is one of the greatest triumphs of 
Art. al rule has been dis- 
covered which can exactly produce the 
spirals of the Erechtheum, nor can they 
be found in shells. In avoiding the exu- 
berance of the latter and the rigid for- 
malism of the former, a work of human 
thought and Love has been evolved. 
Follow one of these volutes with your 
eye from its centre outwards, taking all 
its congeries of lines into companionship 5 
you find your sympathies at once strange- 
ly engaged. ‘There is an intoxication in 
the gradual and melodious expansion of 
They seem to be full of 
destiny, bearing you along, as upon an 
inevitable tide, towards some larger sphere 
of action. Ere you haye grown weary 
with the monotony of the spiral, you find 
that the system of lines which compose it 
gradually leave their obedience to the 
centrifugal forces of the volute, and, as- 
suming new relationships of parts, sweep 
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gracefully across the summit of the shaft, 
and become presently entangled in the 
reversed motion of the other volute, at 
whose centre Ariadne seems to stand, 
gathering together all the clues of this 
labyrinth of Beauty. This may seem 
fanciful to one who regards these things 
as matters of formalism. But inasmuch 
as, to the studious eye of affection, they 
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suggest human action and human sympa- 
thies, this is a proof that they had their 
birth in some corresponding affection. Tt 
is the inanimate body of Geometry made 
spiritual and living by the Love of the hu- 
man heart. And when a later generation 
reduced the Ionic volutes to rule, and en- 
deavored to inscribe them with the gyra- 
tions of the compass, they have no fur- 
ther interest for us, save as a mathemat- 
ical problem with an unknown value 
equal to a mysterious symbol 2, in which 
the soul takes no comfort. But true Art, 
using the volute, inevitably makes it el- 
oquent with an intensity of meaning, a 
delicacy of expression, which awaken cer- 
tain very inward and very poetic senti- 
ments, akin to those from which it was 
evolved in the process of creation. When 
we reasonably regard the printed words 
of an author, we not only behold an in- 
genious collection of alphabetical sym- 
bols, but are placed by them in direct 
contact with the mind which brought 
them together, and, for the moment, our 
train of thought so entirely coincides with 
that of the writer, that, though perhaps 
he died centuries ago, he may be said to 
live again in us. This great work of 
architectural Art has the same immortal 
life; and though it may not so often find 
a heart capable of discerning the senti- 
ment and intention of it under the out- 
ward lines, yet that heart, when found, 
is touched very deeply and very tenderly. 
We imbibe the creative impulse of the 
artist, and the beautiful thing has a new 
life in our affections. Studying it, we be- 
come artists and poets ere we are aware. 
The alphabet becomes a living soul. 
Under the volutes of this capital, and 
belting the top of the shaft, is a broad band 
of ornamentation, so happy and effectual 
in its uses, and so pure and perfect in its 
details, that a careful examination of it 
will, perhaps, afford us some knowledge 
of that spiritual essence in the antique 
Ideal out of which arose the silent and 
motionless Beauty of Greek marbles. 
Here are brought together the sentiments 
of certain vegetable productions of Greece, 
but sentiments so entirely subordinated to 
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the flexure of the abstract line, that their 
natural significance is almost lost in a new 
and more human meaning. Here is the 
Honeysuckle, the wildest, the most elastic 
and undulating of plants, under the severe 
discipline of order and artistic symmetry, 
assuming a strict and chaste propriety, a 
formal elegance, which render it at once 
monumental and dignified. The harmo- 
nious succession and repetition of parts, 
the graceful contrasts of curves and the 
strict poise and balance of them, their 
unity in variety, their entire subjection 
to wsthetic laws, their serious and em- 
phatic earnestness of purpose, — these 
qualities combine in the creation of one 
of the purest works of Art ever conceiv- 
ed by the human mind. It is called the 
Tonic Anthemion, and suggests in its com- 
position all the creative powers of Greece. 
Its value is not alone in the sensuous 
gratification of the eye, as with the Ara- 
besque tangles of the Alhambra, but it is 
more especially in its complete intellec- 
tual expression, the evidence there is in 
it of thoughtfulness and judgment and 
deliberate care. The inventor studied 
not alone the plant, but his own spiritu- 
al relationships with it; and ere he made 


his interpretation, he considered how, in_ 


mythological traditions, each flower once 
bore a human shape, and how Daphne 
and Syrinx, Narcissus and Philemon, and 
those other idyllic beings, were eased of 
the stress of human emotions by becom- 
ing Laurels and Reeds and Daffodils and 
sturdy Oaks, and how human nature was 
thus diffused through all created things 
and was epigrammatically expressed in 
them. 

“And he, with many feelings, many thoughts, 


Made up a meditative joy, and found 
Religious meanings in the forms of Nature.’ 
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Like Faustus, he was permitted to look 
into her deep bosom, as into the bosom of 
a friend,—to find his brothers in the still 
wood, in the air, and in the water,—to see 
himself and the mysterious wonders of his 
own breast in the movements of the ele- 
ments. And so he took Nature as a fig- 
urative exponent of humanity, and ex- 
tracted the symbolic truths from her pro- 
ductions, and used them nobly in his Art. 

Garbett, an English xsthetical writer, 
assures us that the Anthemion bears not 
the slightest resemblance to the Honey- 
suckle or any other plant, “being no 
representation of anything in Nature, but 
simply the necessary result of the com- 
plete and systematic attempt to combine 
unity and variety by the principle of 
gradation.” But here he speaks like a 
geometer, and not like an artist. He 
seeks rather for the resemblance of form 
than the resemblance of spirit, and, fail- 
ing to realize the object of his search, he 
endeavors to find a cause for this exqui- 
site effect in pure reason. With equal 
perversity, Poe endeavored to persuade 
the public that his “ Raven” was the re- 
sult of mere zsthetical deductions ! 

And here the old burden of our song 
must once again be heard: If we would 
know the golden secret of the Greek 
Ideal, we must ourselves first learn how 
to love with the wisdom and chastity of 
old Hellenic passion. We must sacrifice 
Taste and Fancy and Prejudice, whose 
specious superficialities are embodied in 
the errors of modern Art,— we must sac- 
rifice these at the shrine of the true Aph- 
rodite; else the modern Procrustes will 
continue to stretch and torture Greek 
Lines on geometrical beds, and the es- 
thetic Pharisees around us will still cru- 
cify the Greek Ideal. 


[To be continued.] 
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THE ROSE ENTHRONED. 


Ir melts and seethes, the chaos that shall grow 
To adamant beneath the house of life: 
In hissing hatred atoms clash, and go 
To meet intenser strife. 


And ere that fever leaves the granite veins, 
Down thunders o’er the waste a torrid sea: 
Now Flood, now Fire, alternate despot reigns, — 
Immortal foes to be. 


Built by the warring elements, they rise, 
The massive earth-foundations, tier on tier, 
Where slimy monsters with unhuman eyes 
Their hideous heads uprear. 


The building of the world is not for you 
That glare upon each other, and devour: 
Race floating after race fades out of view, 
Till beauty springs from power 


Meanwhile from crumbling rocks and shoals of death 


Shoots up rank verdure to the hidden sun ; 
The gulfs are eddying to the vague, sweet breath 
Of richer life begun, — 


Richer and sweeter far than aught before, 
Though rooted in the grave of what has been. 
Unnumbered burials yet must heap Earth’s floor, 
Ere she her heir shall win; 


And ever nobler lives and deaths more grand 
For nourishment of that which is to come : 
While ’mid the ruins of the work she planned 

Sits Nature, blind and dumb. 


For whom or what she plans, she knows no more 
Than any mother of her unborn child; 
Yet beautiful forewarnings murmur o'er 
Her desolations wild. 


Slowly the clamor and the clash subside : 
Earth’s restlessness her patient hopes subdue: 
Mild oceans shoreward heave a pulse-like tide: 
The skies are veined with blue. 


And life works throuch the growing quietness 
To bring some darling mystery into form: 
Beauty her fairest Possible would dress 
In colors pure and warm. 
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Within the depths of palpitating seas 
A tender tint ;— anon a line of grace 
Some lovely thought from its dull atom frees, 
The coming joy to trace ; — 


A pencilled moss on tablets of the sand, 
Such as shall veil the unbudded maiden-blush 
Of beauty yet to gladden the green land ; — 
A breathing, through the hush, 


Of some sealed perfume longing to burst out 
And give its prisoned rapture to the air;— 
A brooding hope, a promise through a doubt 
Is whispered everywhere. 


And, every dawn a shade more clear, the skies 

A flush as from the heart of heaven disclose : 

Through earth and sea and air a message flies, 
Prophetic of the Rose. 


At last a morning comes of sunshine still, 
When not a dew-drop trembles on the grass ; 
When all winds sleep, and every pool and rill 
Is like a burnished glass 


Where a long-looked-for guest may lean to gaze ; 
When day on earth rests royally, —a crown 
Of molten glory, flashing diamond rays, 
From heaven let lightly down. 


In golden silence, breathless, all things stand. 
What answer meets this questioning repose ? 
A sudden gush of light and odors bland, 
And, lo! the Rose! the Rose! 


The birds break into canticles around ; 
The winds lift Jubilate to the skies: 
For, twin-born with the rose on Eden-ground, 
Love blooms in human eyes. 


Life’s marvellous queen-flower blossoms only so, 
In dust of low ideals rooted fast. 
Ever the Beautiful is moulded slow 
From truth in errors past. 


What fiery fields of Chaos must be won, 
What battling Titans rear themselves a tomb, 
What births and resurrections greet the sun, 
Before the rose can bloom! 


And of some wonder-blossom yet we dream, 
Whereof the time that is infolds the seed, — 
Some flower of light, to which the rose shall seem 

A fair and fragile weed. 


670 


A Bag of Meal. 


[ June, 


A BAG OF MEAL. 


I orTEN wonder what was the ap- 
pearance of Saul’s mother, when she 
walked up the narrow aisle of the meet- 
ing-house and presented her boy’s brow 
for the mystic drops that sealed him with 
the name of Saul. 

Saul isn’t a common name. It is well, 
—for Saul is not an ordinary man, — 
and — Saul is my husband. 

We came in the cool of an evening 
upon the brink of the swift river that 
flows past the village of Skylight. 

The silence of a nearing experience 
brooded over my spirit; for Saul’s home 
was a vast unknown to me, and I fain 
would have delayed awhile its com- 
ing. 

T wonder if the primal motion of un- 
known powers, like electricity, for in- 
stance, is spiral. Have you ever seen it 
winding out of a pair of human eyes, 
knowing that every fresh coil was a 
spring of the soul, and felt it fixing itself 
deeper and deeper in your own, until 
you knew that you were held by it ? 

Perhaps not. I have: as when Saul 
turned to me in the cool of that evening, 
and drew my eyes away, by the power 
I have spoken-of, from the West, where 
the orange of sunset was fading into twi- 
light. 

I have felt it otherwise. A horse was 
standing, surrounded by snow; the bit- 
ing winds were cutting across the com- 
mon, and the blanket with which he 
had been covered had fallen from him, 
and lay on the snow. He had turned 
his head toward the place where it lay, 
and his eyes were fixed upon it with 
such power, that, if that blanket had 
been endowed with one particle of sensa- 
tion, it would have got up, and folded 
itself, without a murmur, around the shiv- 
ering animal. Such a picture as it was! 
Just then, I would have been Rosa Bon- 
heur; but being as I was, I couldn’t be 
expected to blanket a horse in a crowd- 
ed street, could I? 


We were on the brink of the river. 
Saul drew my eyes away, and said, — 

“You are unhappy, Lucy.” 

* No,” I answered, —“ not that.” 

“That does not content me. May I 
ask what troubles you ?” 

I aroused myself to reason. Saul is 
never satisfied, unless I assign a reason 
for any mood I am in. 

“Saul!” I questioned, “why do the 
mortals that we call Poets write, and 
why do non-Poets, like ourselves, sigh 
over the melancholy days of autumn, 
and why are we silent and thoughtful 
every time we think enough of the set- 
ting sun to watch its going down ?” 

“Simply because the winter coming 
is cold and dreary, in the one case, — and 
in the other, there are several reasons. 
Some natures dread the darkness; oth- 
ers have not accomplished the wishes or 
the work of the day.” 

“T don’t think you go below the sur- 
face,” I ventured. “It seems to me that 
the entire reason is simple want of faith, 
a vague uncertainty as to the coming 
back of the dried-up leaf and flower, 
when they perish, and a fear, though un- 
expressed, that the sun is going down 
out of your sight for the last time, and 
you would hold it a little longer.” 

“ Would you now to-night, Lucy ?” 

“TF I could.” 

My husband did not speak again for 
a long time, and gradually I went back 
into my individuality. 

We came upon an eminence outside 
the river-valley, and within sight of the 
village. 

“Ts it well? do you like it?” asked 
Saul. 

The village was nested in among the 
elms to such a degree that I could only 
reply, — 

“T am certain that I shall, when I find 
out what it is.” 

Saul stayed the impatient horse at the 
point where we then were, and, indicat- 
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ing a height above and a depth below, 
told me the legend of the naming of his 
village. 

It was given thus : — 

“ A Jong time ago, when the soundless 
tread of the moccason walked fearlessly 
over the bed of echoes in this valley, two 
warriors, Wabausee and Waubeeneemah, 
came one day upon the river, at its op- 
posite sides. Both were weary with the 
march; both wore the glory of many 
scalps. Their belts were heavy with 
wampum, their hearts were heavy with 
hate. Wabausee was down amid the 
dark pines that grew beside the river's 
brink. Waubeeneemah was upon the 
high land above the river. With folded 
arms and unmoved faces they stood, 
whilst in successive flashes across the 
stream their eyes met, until Wabausee 
slowly opened out his arms, and, clasp- 
ing a towering tree, cried out, ‘I see 
sky!’ and he steadfastly fixed his gaze 
upon the crevices of brightness that urged 
their way down amid the pines over his 
head. 

‘“ Waubeeneemah turned his eyes over 
the broad valley, and answered the cry 
with, ‘I see light!’ 

“Thus they stood, one with his eyes 
downward, the other with his intent on 
the sky, and fast and furious ran the river, 
swollen with the meltings of many snows, 
and fierce and quick rang the battle- 
cries of ‘I see sky!’ ‘I see light !’ 

“ A white-man was near; his cabin lay 
just below; he had climbed a tree above 
Waubeeneemah and remained a silent 
witness of this wordy war, until, look- 
ing up the river, he saw a canoe that had 
broken from its fastenings and was rush- 
ing down to the rapids below. It contain- 
ed the families of the two warriors, who 
were helplessly striving against the swift 
flow of waters. 

“The white man spoke, and the war- 
riors listened. He cried, ‘ Look to your 
canoe! and see Skylight!’ 

“ Through the pines rushed Wabausee, 
and down the river-bank Waubeeneemah, 
and into the tide, until they met the com- 
ing canoe, across whose birchen bow they 
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gave the grasp of peace, and ever since 
that time Indian and white man have call- 
ed this place Skylight.” 

“Where are the Indians now?” I 
could not help asking,— and yet with no 
purpose, beyond expression of the thought 
question. 

The shadows were gathering, the eye- 
lids of the day were closing. Saul caught 
me up again through the shadows into 
those eyes of his, and answered,— 

“Were, Lucy! I am a pale form of 
Waubeeneemah! I know it! I feel it 
now! I sometimes ache for foemen.and 
the wilds.” 

Why do I think of that time to-night 
on the Big Blue, far away from Skylight, 
and imagine that the prairie airs are ring- 
ing with the echoes of the great cries that 
are heard in my native land, “I see 
North!” and “I see South!” and there 
is no white man of them all high enough 
to see the United States ? 

I’ve wandered! Let me think, — yes, 
IT have it! My thought began with try- 
ing to fancy Saul’s mother taking him to 
baptism. 

She was dead, when I went to Sky- 
light, her son’s wife. 

She went into the higher life at thirty- 
three of the threescore-and-ten cycle of 
the human period. How young to die! 

The longer we live, the stronger grows 
the wish to live. And why not? When 
the circle is almost ended, and all the 
momentum of threescore-and-ten is gain- 
ed, why not pass the line and enter into 
second childhood? What more beautiful 
truth in Nature’s I Am, than obedience to 
this law ? 

I’ve another fancy on the Big Blue to- 
night. It is a place for fancies. I remem- 
ber—a long time ago it seems, and yet I 
am not so old as Saul’s mother—the first 
knowledge that I had of life. I saw the 
sun come up one morning out. of the sea, 
and with it there came out of the night 
of my past a consciousness. I was a 
soul, and held relations separate from 
other souls to that risen sun and that 
sea. From that hour I grew into life. 
A growth from the Unseen came to me 
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with every day, born I knew not how 
into my soul. I sent out nothing to peo- 
ple the future. All came to me. 

Is this true, this faith or fancy that God 
sends a tidal wave through man, bringing 
with it from Heaven’s ocean fragments 
set afloat from its shore to lodge in our 
lives, until there comes an ebb, and then 
begin our hopes and desires all to tend 
heavenward, or elsewhere? Have you 
never fvlt, do you not now feel, that there 
is more of yourself somewhere else than 
there is upon the Earth ? 

I like to think thus, when I see a per- 
son ill, or in sorrow, or weighed down 
with weary eriefs. I like to think that 
that which is ebbing here is flowing and 
ripening into fitness for the freed soul in 
that land where there shall be “no more 
sea.” 

In insanity, does the kind Lord remove 
all from this world in order to fit up the 
new life more gloriously? and are those 
whom most we pity clasped the closest 
in the Living Arms? 

It may be,— there is such comfort in 
possibilities. 

Will Saul come to-night? I am all 
alone on the Big Blue. There ’s not 
another settled claim for miles away. 

The August sun drank up the moisture 
from our corn-fields, took out the blood 
of our prairie-grasses, and God sent no 
cooling rains. Why ? 

Skylight was charmful for a while. I 
had forgotten Saul’s assertion that he was 
a pale shadow of Waubeeneemah, as we 
forget a dream of our latest sleep. 

At my home Aunt Carter appeared 
one day, and said she had “come to spend 
the afternoon and stay to tea”; and she 
seated her amplitude of being in Saul’s 
favorite chair, and began to count the 
stitches in the heel of the twenty-fourth 
stocking that she assured me “she had 
knit every’ stitch of since the night she 
saw my husband lift me down at the gate 
just outside the window.” Her blue eyes 
went down deeper and deeper into the 
bluer yarn her fingers were threading ; 
and after a long pause, during which 
I had forgotten her presence, and was 
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counting out the hours on the face of the 
clock which the slow hands must travel 
over before Saul would be at home, sud- 
denly she looked up and began with, — 

“ Mrs. Monten |” 

There was something startling in her 
voice. I knew it was the first drop of a 
coming flood, and I fortified myself. She 
went on repeating, — 

“Mrs. Monten! TI ’ve been thinking, 
for a great long while, that it isn’t right 
for you to go on living with that man, 
without knowing what he is. And I for 
one have got up to the point of coming 
right over here and telling you of it to 
once.” 

T could not help the involuntary ques- 
tion. of — 

“Ts my husband an evil man ?” 

“Evil! I should think he might be, 
when he has got ” 

“ Stay, Mrs. Carter!” I interrupted. 
“T will hear no news of my husband 
that he does not choose to give me. On- 
ly one question,—Do you know of any 
action that my husband has done that is 
wrong or wicked ?” 

Aunt Carter forgot her blue eyes and 
her bluer yarn, for she stopped her knit- 
ting, and her eyes changed to gray in my 
sight, as she ejaculated, — 

“He ’s got Indian blood in him! I 
should think you ’d be afraid he ’d scalp 
you, if you didn’t do just as he told you 
to. Everybody in Skylight is just as sor- 
ry for you as ever they can be.” 

Aunt Carter paused. An open door an- 
nounced my husband’s unexpected pres- 
ence. 

Aunt Carter rolled up her twenty- 
fourth twin of a stocking, and, hastily de- 
claring that “she ’d always noticed that 
*t was better to visit people when they 
was alone,” she made all possible effort 
to escape before Saul came in. 

My husband an Indian! I looked at 
him anew. He wore the same presence 
that he did when first I saw him, a twelve- 
month before. There was no outward 
trace of the savage, as he came to wel- 
come me; and I forgot my thought pres- 
ently, as I listened to his words. 
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“T am tired of this life,” he said; “let 
us go.” 


“ Where, Saul?” 

“Anywhere, where we can breathe. I 
feel pent up here. I long to hunt some- 
thing wild and free as I would be. Shall 
it be to the prairies, Lucy ?” 

“ Will you live on the hunt?” T asked. 

“TJ had not thought of that. No; I'll 
build you a” And he paused. 

I laughed, and added, — 

“Let us have it, Saul. 

“ Why not?” 

» “Why not, indeed, Saul? I am con- 
tent, — let us go.” 

On the morrow I began the work of 
preparation. I was sitting upon the car- 
pet, where I had cast all our treasures 
of knowledge, in the various guises of the 
printer’s and binder’s art, and was select- 
ing the books that I fondly thought would 
be essential to my existence, when Saul 
came in. 

He looked down upon me with that 
look that always drinks up my sight into 
his, and said, — 

“You are sorry to go, Lucy. 
stay.” . 

“No, Saul, I wish to go. You shall 
teach me the pleasures of wild life; and 
who knows but I shall like it so well 
that we will give up civilization for it? 
Where shall I pack all these books?” 

“Leave them all,” he said. “ We will 
close the house as it is, until we come 
back.” And J left them all at home. 

In the heart of these preparations an 
insane desire came into my mind to know 
something of Saul’s ancestors, and there 
was but one way to know, namely, by ask- 
ing, which I would not do of human soul. 
Thus it came to pass that I was driven 
out, between this would of my mind and 
wouldn’t of my soul, to search for some 
knowledge from inanimate things. The 
last night before our departure I became 
particularly restless and unsatisfied. I 
went to the place of burial of the vil- 
lagers, where I found duly recorded on 
two stones the names of Saul’s parents, 
Richard Monten and Agnes Monten, his 
wife. 

VOL. VIL. 43 


A wigwam ?” 


I will 


A Bag of Meal. 


673 


There was nothing Indian there, and 
I went home once more to the place that 
had been so happy until the spirit of in- 
quiry grew stronger than I. That night 
I watched Saul, until he grew restless, 
and asked me why I did so. 

I evaded direct reply, and on the mor- 
row we were wheeling westward. 

From the instant we left the line of 
man’s art, Saul became another person. 
All the romance and the glory in his 
nature blossomed out gorgeously, and I 
grew glad and gay with him. We cross- 
ed the Missouri. We traversed the river- 
land to Fort Leavenworth, amid cotton- 
woods, oaks, and elms which it would have 
done Dr. Holmes’s heart and arms good 
to see and measure. 

“Will you ride, Lucy? will you try 
the prairie?” asked Saul, the morning 
following our arrival in Fort Leaven- 
worth. 

I signified my pleasure, and mounted 
a brave black mustang, written all over 
with liberty. We had ridden out the 
dew of the morning, and for miles not one 
word had been spoken, the only sound 
in the stillness having been the hoofs’ 
echo on the prairie-grass, when Saul rode 
close to me, and, laying his hand on my 
pony’s head, spoke in a deep, strange 
voice that put my soul into expectancy, 
for I had heard the same once before in 
my life. 

“Lucey,” he said, “I sometimes think 
that I have done a great wrong in taking 
you into my keeping; for I must accept 
these calls to wildness that come over 
me at intervals.” 

“Tlave you ever been here before ?” 
I asked. 

“Twice, Lucy, I have crossed the 
American Desert, and lain down to sleep 
at the foot of the Rocky Mountains.” 

“You are not going there now?” I al- 
most gasped. 

“Why not ? Can’t you go with me ?” 

Oh, how my spirit recoiled at the 
thought of the Desert! Wild animals 
processioned through my brain in end- 
less circles. All the stories of Indian fe- 
rocity that ever I had heard came into 
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my consciousness, as it is said all the past 
events of life do in the drowning, and I 
had no time to hesitate. The decision 
of my lifetime gathered into that instant. 
Saul or nothing; and bravely I answer- 
ed,—did I not ?— when, with brighten- 
ing eyes, I said, “Let us on!” — and 
shaking the hand from my saddle-bow, I 
eave my prairie friend leave to fly. 

“ Luey! Lucy!” cried Saul, and he 
soon overtook me,—“ Lucy, I sought you 
as the thirsting man secks water on the 
desert ; and I have sought to bless you, al- 
most as Hagar blessed the Angel,—almost 
as the devout soul blesses God, when it 
finds a spring that He has made to rise 
out of the sands. Having found you, I 
was content. I thought that I could live 
always, as other men do, in the tameness 
of Town and Law; but I could not, un- 
less you refused to go with me into the 
Nature that my spirit demands as a part 
of its own life.” 

“ Saul, you know that you can go with- 
out me,—else I should not wish to go. I 
go, not because I am a necessity to you, 
but a free-born soul, that wills to go where 
you go.” 

The grave Professor (for I whisper it 
here to-night, with only the wind to hear, 
that Saul is a Professor in a famed seat 
of learning not many leagues away from 
the Atlantic coast) looked down at me 
with a vague, puzzled air, for an instant, 
then said, — 

“Tsee! Itis so, Lucy. You have di- 
vined the secret. I am not to let you 
know that I cannot live without you, — 
and, if you can, you are to make me 
think that you only tolerate me.” 

“What of it? Isn’t it almost true? I 
sometimes think, that, if ever we are in 
heaven, effort to remain there will be 
necessary to its full joy. We are always 
erying for rest, when effort is the only 
pleasure worth possessing.” 

“You are right, and you are wrong. 
Let us leave mental philosophy with man- 
kind, who have to do with it. Just now, 
I am willing to confess that I need you, 
and you are to do as you will. Come! 
‘let us look into this thicket.” 
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And leading the way, Saul rode pres- 
ently under a tall cottonwood-tree, and, 
lifting for me the low-hanging branches 
of a black-jack, I entered an amphithea- 
tre whose walls were leaves of living 
green domed in blue, with a river-aisle 
winding through. 

Thad not time to take in all the joy of 
the circle, before it was evidenced that 
Saul had premeditated the scene. A 
fire of twigs sent up a spicy perfume. A 
camp-kettle stood beside the fire, and a 
creature stood beside it. A yellow sav- 
age I should have said, but for my hus- 
band’s welcome. Never in our home li- 
brary did brother-professor ever receive 
warmer grasp of hand than I knew this 
Indian met. They used words, in speak- 
ing, that were unknown to me. Present- 
ly I perceived that an introduction was 
pending. That being over, the Indian, 
Meotona, pointed to a swinging-chair, 
built for me out of the wealth of grape- 
vine. It was cushioned with the velvet 
of the buffalo-grass. 

“ Tell me how to thank him,” I said to 
Saul. 

Meotona immediately replied, — 

“Me no thank,— him,” pointing to 
Saul. 

T laid my sun-wearied head against the 
vine, and through half-closed eyes watch- 
ed in delicious rest the preparations for 
dinner. My prairie-horse mistook my 
comfort for his own. I found his length 
of liberty included my chair-cushion, and 
J gave him tuft after tuft, until something 
like justice seemed to penetrate into his 
soul, — for he heroically refused the last 
morsel, and wandered away into the next 
arc of his liberty. 

“Tf all the days are to be, like this, 
how delicious it will be!” I said, as Saul 
came to me with choice bits of prairie 
fare. 

“ Not this,” he said. “ Wait until we 
hunt the buffalo!—that wakes up the 
spirit of man!” 

“But I am not a man, and you must 
excuse me from hunting buffalo,” I could 
not help saying, as I slid out of the grape- 
vine chair to the grass, beside Saul; fon 
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verily, I believed that he had forgotten 
that I was a woman, and a child of the 
Puritans. 

No more words were spoken until our 
repast was over. Meotona gathered up 
the furniture of our dining-room, and 
with us returned toward Fort Leaven- 
worth. The summer sun was setting 
when we drew near the Missouri. I 
thought I had disappointed Saul. At 
the last moment I ventured to ask, — 

“ Why did you return? I would have 
gone on. I wished it.” 

My husband's face lit into a quick 
smile, then gloomed as quickly, and he 
said, — 

“T smile at your simplicity in imagin- 
ing that I ventured out, without consult- 
ing you, for the Rocky Mountains. I 
frown to think that my wife believes that 
I could go into danger with her, and on- 
ly one right arm to defend her. No! I 
went to-day to try you. I couldn’t ask 
you within any four-walled shelter. I 
wanted the wide expanse to be your only 
shield before I could trust you. I want- 
ed you to face the foe. Again I ask, 
Shall we go? Answer from your own 
individuality, not mine.” 

«“T will go.” 

It was the spirit that spoke ; for neither 
heart nor flesh could have braved the 
fancied dangers. 

A week went by, and every moment of 
the time Saul was elate and busy, provid- 
ing for me in every possible way, devis- 
ing comforts that exceeded my imagina- 
tion, remembering every idiosyncrasy that 
I had given expression to in his hearing. 
Under the guard of the United States 
mail, we left Fort Leavenworth. Meo- 
tona, the yellow savage, went with us. 
Oh, the delight of those days! it comes 
to me now, and I almost forget that I 
am alone on the Big Blue, and that 
those hours have gone down among “ the 
froth and rainbows” of the past, bearing 
with them a part of my life. There were 
nights when I was afloat in the bark of 
my spirit, and wandering up and on, un- 
til I met Half-Way Angels that bade me 
back to Earth; and then I would wander 
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away into dreams, watched by the stars 
and Saul,—for in those first days he ney- 
er wearied in his care. By day I wander- 
ed through a garden of flowers untended 
by man, whose only keepers were butter- 
flies and birds. Indian faces and forms 
no longer made me tremble. I grew to 
see beauty in them, as they dashed by the 
train, intent on the hunt. 

We encamped beside Stranger Creek, 
on the banks of the Wakarusa, and on 
the Great Divide separating the Osage 
from the Wakarusa Valley. 

After we left Council Grove, Meotona, 
I noticed, was on the watch, constantly 
peering off into the illimitable distance. 
One day I learned the cause. An ex- 
clamation from the Indian led me to look 
at him. For once, fire flashed out of his 
eyes,—he had forgotten himself. He 
was in ecstasy as he saw a party advan- 
cing over the prairie. 

“ Here they come! Now for the heart 
of the wilderness!” exclaimed my hus- 
band, as they rode up. 

“We are not going away from the 
guard?” I ventured to suggest, as chief 
after chief came up. I knew them in 
their wild orders, haying by this time 
learned something of Indian customs, 
They were equipped for the Plains, and 
among their number I distinguished two 
white men. 

“T know them,—they are safe and 
true, Lucy,— fear nothing!” whispered 
Saul close to my whitening cheek; and 
afterwards we turned aside from the San- 
ta Fe trail to the north of the American 
Desert. 

My husband did not leave me for 
an instant that afternoon; and I, simple- 
minded woman, tried to look as happy 
—well, as a woman and a professor's 
wife could look under the circumstances. 
The wings of my tent that night were 
spread to the breeze that swept low and 
cool across the Divide. 

The next day we came to the lodges 
of the Indians. Swarthy-faced girls and 
women came to greet us. It was evident 
that many of them had never before seen 
a white woman. As evening came on, I 
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noticed in one group outside the principal 
lodge an unusual amount of grimace that 
was incomprehensible, until, very timidly, 
a little girl left the crowd. Half-way to- 
ward me she stopped and turned back, 
but again the violent gesticulations were 
enacted, when the child made a sudden 
evolution in my direction, and with one 
hard finger rubbed the back of my hand, 
until [ thought myself quite a Spartan ; 
then looking at her own finger, doubt- 
fully at first, she ran back, and went 
from one to another, showing her finger. 
The design was evident. Indians (the 
women, at least) have some curiosity ; — 
they thought me painted white. I for- 
gave them. 

We went five hundred miles from this 
lodge into the wilderness, — two of the 
squaws accompanying us, for my comfort. 

At last came the sight of buffaloes, 
feeding on the short tufts of grass on the 
Grand Prairie. My heart grew sick with 
the shout that rang from a hundred In- 
dian throats, and— must I write it ?— 
from Saul’s. 

“Stay!” said Saul, and he left me a 
euard, and was away without one word 
of farewell. 

Night came down, and he was not re- 
turned. The stars shone out of the vault 
like “ red-hot diamonds,” and on the sight 
no vision, to the ear no sound. 

The women pitched my tent. The 
guard lit the fire. They brought me sa- 
yory bits of food, and coffee. My throat 
was tightened, I could not eat, and I 
arose and went out into the night alone. 
TI lost all sense of fear, as I wandered 
away. ‘The prairie had just been burn- 
ed, and I knew must be free from ser- 
pents and other reptiles: beyond these I 
had no thought. I turned once to see 
the little dot of fire-light, to see the one 
point of canvas, my shelter and my home. 
At last I grew very weary, and remember 
having lain down, and having thought 
that the stars were raining down upon 
me, so near did they seem,—and one 
after one, constellation mingled with con- 
stellation, until I fancied a storm of stars 
was circling over my head. 
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I started with a sudden spasm, as a 
sound burst upon me, wild, ringing, dread- 
ful. A hundred Indians were uttering a 
war-cry, and, as I lay there, with my head 
pressed to the burnt sod, I felt the shud- 
der of earth from many hoofs. I turned 
in the direction whence they were com- 
ing ;—raise my head from the ground I 
dared not. , All was darkness. Could I 
possibly escape? Notif Imoved. Where 
I was, there might be a chance that they 
would pass to the right or the left. On, 
on they came, and I knew the cry,—it 
was for vengeance. Feebly, like a set- 
ting star, gleamed the watch-fire of my 
guard in the distance. Suddenly it went 
down. They had heard the alarm. How 
awfully my heart kept time to the near- 
ing echo of the many footfalls! My eyes 
must have been fastened on the West. I 
saw dark heads rise first above the earth- 
line, then the moving arms of the horse- 
men. I heard the ring of weapons, and 
saw them coming directly over the place 
where I lay; but I did not stir,— it was 
as if I had been bound with an equator 
to the ground. Something struck my arm 
and was gone. The troop passed by. 

It was morning. A low, deep breath- 
ing betokened something near me. I 
opened my eyes, and saw the face of 
my husband,— but, oh, how changed ! 
I heard him say, “The Lord hear my 
vow, and record my prayer!” 

All that day I lay there, on the prairie, 
Saul sitting beside me, shielding me from 
the sun, and giving me drops of coolness, 
which the Indians pressed from herbs and 
shrubs that grew not far away. I was in 
a dream, and when the stars arose they 
lifted me up and bore me away. I knew 
it was to the eastward. I felt no resist- 
ance in my nature, as I always do when 
going to the west, either voluntarily or 
otherwise. We came, after many days, 
to the Indian lodge. I never saw the 
guard again, that I left in peace, when I 
was driven out to wander, because I felt 
wretched and lonely to be deserted for the 
chase by my husband. They were car- 
ried into captivity by the hostile Sioux. 
There was mourning in the lodge. An 
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Indian mother, whose daughter had gone 
with me, sat down in the ashes of sor- 
row, and moved not for two days; then 
she arose, and, scattering dust from the 
earth toward the setting sun, she went 
into her wigwam and they gave her food. 

It was September before I was able to 
leave the place whither they carried me. 
My arm was cut with the hoof of the fly- 
ing horse, and when Saul found me, I 
had fainted; I was dying from loss of 
blood, which his coming only had stayed. 
After I grew stronger, I closely observed 
my husband. 

I never saw such an ache, such a strife, 
as week after week hunting-parties went 
out in the morning and returned at even- 
ing with their game. Saul grew reserv- 
ed and silent when I begged him to go, 
to leave me for a day. 

“Tt is of no use, Lucy; I made a vow, 
and I must keep it. This Indian blood 
within me must be subdued; it has met 
a stronger current on the way, and must 
mingle with it.” 

He said no more on the subject, and I 
would not question him. We took our 
last walk on the prairie. Everything 
was in readiness for our departure to 
meet the expected United States mail- 
train. We returned to the lodge, and 
Saul left me for a few minutes to make 
some last arrangements with Meotona. 
An old Indian woman, whose eyes I had 
often noticed on me, crept stealthily in 
at my tent-door, and said to me in Eng- 
lish, — 

“ Let me be welcome ; I come to teach 
you.” 

I knew that among her tribe she had 
the reputation of a prophetess, but I had 
never heard her speak English. 

“Tam waiting to hear,” I said; and this 
woman fixed her sad, solemn eyes on me 
and said, — 

“ Child of the pale man, a great many 
moons ago, when my eyes were bright 
like the little quiver-flower, and the young 
warriors sought me in my father’s wig- 
wam, I had a sister. Her name he call- 
ed Luella. The chiefs of the tribe were 
going for a grand hunt on the Huron. 
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Some pale men from across the lake 
came to join them. One of them looked 
on Luella, and her eyes grew soft and 
sad. She wrapped her blanket about 
her, and walked often under the stars at 
night. Through the winter, she would 
not talk with the young chiefs ; and when 
the leaves grew again, the pale men came 
back, and Luella walked again under 
the stars. She learned English, and no 
one knew who taught her. 

“The hunt went on again until the 
snow came; and when the pale men left 
the lodge, Luella was lost from the wig- 
wam. ‘The warriors went in pursuit, but 
they came back without Luella. She 
was not with the pale-faces. Many moons 
came and went, and one night I heard a 
voice singing in the distance. I knew 
it was Luella, and she led a child by 
her side, and he said soft English words. 
She would not come into the lodge. She 
only came to tell me that she was with 
the white man who loved her, that she 
was content, and to show me her boy; 
and Luella walked away into the night 
again, and I told no one. 

“T made many moccasons, and wove 
baskets of twigs; and when Uncas, the 
chief of the tribe, my father, went to the 
great hunting-ground beyond the Sun, 
then I gathered up my moccasons, and 
went out before the gate opened to let 
the light through. I left the wigwam for 
Luella. I hated white people; I hated 
the white man who stole Luella from 
me; but the pale-faces took my mocca- 
sons, and gave me white wampum, and 
with that I crossed the lake, and went 
from town to town, and everywhere I 
showed the people this,” — and the wrin- 
kled woman extended her hand to me; 
but, at the instant, Saul lifted the tent- 
curtain and came in. She hid her hand 
under her blanket, and, wrapping it close- 
ly about her, walked out without a glance 
to testify that ever she had spoken. 

Saul asked me the cause of this visit, 
and I was about to tell him, when there 
arose in the lodges without such screams 
and cries as brought all the population 
into the air. The Indian woman who so 
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lately had left my tent lay on the ground, 
in the apparent extreme of agony. 

“Let the pale-face come,” said the 
knot of savages around her ; “ it is for her 
she calls.” 

My husband interpreted the words for 
me, and in doubt and fear I went to her. 
Her screams had ceased; she held her 
hands tightly over her heart, as if there 
had been the spasms of pain. She rolled 
her eyes around to see if any one was 
within hearing, and then said, — 

“T had fear that you would tell him; 
stay a little, and let me tell you now. I 
went on after Luella until I found her. 
I had the name of the white man to 
guide me. She was living as the pale- 
faces live, in a great town of many lodges. 

“T saw with my eyes that she was hap- 
py, and then I walked many moons back 
to the Huron, and rowed across the lake 
in a canoe that I found in the woods. 

“Luella came back again. I don’t 
know how she found the way alone, but 
she came into the wigwam when the 
leaves were falling, and before the buds 
grew again she went to Uncas in the 
West. I asked her about the white man, 
and she shook her head and hid her eyes. 
T asked her for the boy, and she threw 
open her arms wide, to show me he was 
not there. Look!” said the woman, “I 
am dying; I’m very old; I ought to have 
walked with Luella this long time.  Lis- 
ten,—let me teach you. The pale face 
that you look into has eyes like my Luel- 
la. Take care! When he would walk 
under the stars alone, go not with him. 
When he would hunt bison, give him all 
the prairie; don’t stand at the wigwam- 
door to keep him in. And when you are 
far away beyond my people, you may see 
this,” — and she handed to me the small 
parcel from close to her wild heart. I 
took it. 

“You'll keep it for Luella’s sake. She 
held it close when she went away ; now 
I’m going, there ’s no one else to care. 
Bring it with you, when the Great Spirit 
calls.” 

I could win no more words from the 
woman. She spoke to those who came to 


A Bay of Meal. 


[June, 


her, and Saul said she told them that I 
had “taken away the torment.” 

“JT shall think my Lucy witches some- 
body beside poor Saul,” said my hus- 
band ; and he gave a sigh as he stood in 
the tent-door, and watched the westering 
moon for the last time. 

In the morning they told us that the 
Prophetess had gone into the light be- 
yond the Sun. 

Saul went in to see her, and as he 
came back to me I saw that he was not 
in a mood for words. Our farewell was 
very silent. Meotona went with us. Once 
again, bounding over the prairie, my heart 
grew lighter than it had been for many 
days; but I had no opportunity to exam- 
ine Luella’s treasure. 

We met the long caravan of wagons 
on the summit of the Great Divide, and 
it was joy to unite my fate once more 
with that of my countrymen. Saul saw 
this, and said, — 

* Know now, Luey, that you have the 
portion meted out to me, when I saw the 
freemen of the wild coming. Your pleas- 
ure is that of civilization; mine was that 
of barbaric life. I bid adieu to it hence- 
forth,”— and my brave husband, at this 
instant, looked out upon the head-waters 
of the Neosho, where Nature, when she 
built up the world, must have made a 
storehouse of material, and never came 
back for her treasures, they lie so mag- 
nificently rolled over the land. 

Saul’s eyes gathered up the view, as if 
they were, what they are, memory’s ab- 
sorbents, and said, sadly, — 

“Tt is for the last time, Lucy!” 

We went into corral the next evening 
by the side of a grassy mound covered 
with low-growing shrubs. 

Afterwards Saul wandered out alone. 
I would have gone with him; but at the 
instant I put my face outside the tent- 
door, the memory of the Indian woman’s 
caution came to me, and with it the op- 
portunity to examine Luella’s secret. 

Tentered my tent, lighted the little lamp 
that had travelled a thousand miles and 
never done service till now, and opened 
Luella’s treasure. It was wrapped in soft 
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white fur, bound about with the long, 
dried grass that grows beside the Huron. 
A scroll of parchment was rolled within 
it, faded, yellow, and old. I opened it, 
with a smile at my strange inheritance. 

At the first glance, I thought I had 
before me some Indian hieroglyphics ; 
but bringing back from the place of its 
long obscurity the little knowledge of the 
French language that I held in posses- 
sion, I deciphered, that, “ fourscore years 
before, beside the froth of the Huron 
Water, Father Kino had performed the 
marriage-rite upon Luella, daughter of 
Uneas, of the Dacotahs, and Richard 
Monten, of Montreal.” Below the ‘cer- 
tificate of the priest of the Church were 
strange characters beyond my power to 
decipher. 

With trembling I looked out for Saul’s 
return. Here, upon the banks of the 
Neosho, I had learned the secret which 
my life in the East had hidden so long. 

A certain kind of guiltiness came over 
me, as Saul drew near, breaking down 
with every tread the sun-cured grass, — 
a sense of unworthiness, go hold in my 
hand a possession which essentially was 
his, and which he had not freely given 
me. 

“T will not look into his eyes with a 
veil lying in the air,” I said, very quietly 
to myself; and so, when my husband saw 
the burning of the little lamp and asked 
the cause, I told him all the story of the 
Indian woman, and put into his hand her 
gift to me. Saul’s mind was preoccu- 
pied; he paid very little attention to the 
story; but when I gave him the white- 
furred scroll, and he opened it, then the 
grave professor Well, it is better that 
I do not put into words what followed, 
even here, on the Big Blue. 

An hour afterwards Saul spoke. He 
said, — . 

“ Lucy, you have given me the key of 
my life. I knew my Indian blood, but I 
knew not whence it came; therefore I 
said nothing to you. I remember being 
tormented by it, when a boy, but never 
knew by what right. Let me translate 
for you this Indian register of —let me 
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see — my grandmother's marriage. ‘Ten 
moons from the lost moon, and many 
sleeps from the life of the big Huron 
Water, the Great Spirit called Luella to 
walk with a son of the Pale-Faces. The 
mystery [the priest] met them, and told 
them to goon to the Sun. They are gone 
in the path of the lost moons.’ ” 

“Let us go to Skylight by the way of 
Montreal,” I suggested. 

Saul said, “ It is well.” 

At the Missouri I laid aside my prairie 
costume, and assumed the raiment of fash- 
jon. 

We found in Canada pleasant people 
bearing our name, and they welcomed us 
as relatives. 

Richard Monten lay beside a fixed 
cloud of marble; and although Luella’s 
sister had said she died far away, yet her 
name was beneath her husband’s. 

Tradition told us of the beautiful In- 
dian wife with eyes like light,— and how 
her husband took her, every year, alone 
with him into the wilds, —and how, when 
they came back, and the winter snows 
fell, she would sit all day beside him, 
with her eyes on figures and _ letters, 
whilst her impatient fingers were thread- 
ing her long hair, and memory shook her 
head at the attempted education, perhaps 
wisely and well. 

When Mr. Monten died, and left her 
houses and lands, she turned away from 
them all, and, leading her boy by the 
hand, went out of ber home and was 
seen no more until long after, when Fa- 
ther Kino, a kind old priest, going home 
late one night from a dying soul, in pass- 
ing the cloud of marble, heard faint moans 
coming out of it, and, going near, found 
an Indian woman, in festive dress, like a 
chief’s daughter, kneeling there. A few 
minutes afterwards, when Father Kino 
came back with an assistant, there were 
no more moans, for Luella had “ gone 
on to the Sun.” 

The fate of the little boy was never 
known until then, and then it was only 
known that he had lived and died and 
was buried in Skylight. 

We found houses and lands, but no 
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record that they were ours. So we left 
them under British rule, and returned to 
Skylight, to our cottage and duty. 

Aunt Carter came in before we had 
been an hour at home. I think she 
watched the opportunity of Saul’s ab- 
sence to find me alone. 

“See!” she exclaimed, holding up to 
my view a small eminence of stockings, 
“see what I have done, while you ’ve 
just been going about the world doing 
nothing at all!” And with a really warm 
shake of my hand, Aunt Carter seated 
herself, for the second time, in Saul’s 
chair. 

“Why, I ’ve been knitting too!” I 
said, in extenuation. 

“ What?” asked Aunt Carter. “Some 
new-fashioned thing or other, I ‘ll war- 
rant.” 

“ No,— something that is as old as 
Eve.” 

“Who ever heard of Eve’s knitting ? 
The Bible doesn’t say one word about it, 
Mrs. Monten. Besides, I don’t think lit- 
tle Cain and Abel wore stockings at all.” 

“T did not say that Eve knit in Para- 
dise. I only said I ’d been knitting at 
something as old as Eve. I meant the 
thread of life. Here comes my husband 
to tell you how industrious I have been.” 

Saul led Aunt Carter on to talk of her 
youth, and gradually of his father, until 
he had learned all that she knew of his 
history. It was very little: only that a 
fur-trader and a party of Dacotahs came 
to the village, she had heard her father 
say, to sell their skins, bringing a brown 
little boy with them; that the child fell 
sick with scarlet fever, and they left him 
to the mercy of the village people, and 
never came back for him, although they 
had said they would. 

Did Luella give her boy away ?— 
Never, I was convinced, and Saul like- 
wise. 

Saul went back into his round of pro- 
fessional duties, and with much heart for 
a while. 

Delighted with civilization, and peo- 
pled with memories, and joyous with the 
divine plumage ever hovering around 
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me, my life ran on. I watched Saul 
narrowly. He would often take up his 
hat, after hours of application to science, 
and rush out of the house, as if a mis- 
sion lay before him. He would come 
back, and devote himself to me, as if he 
were conscious of some neglect in his 
absence. I planned short excursions all 
over the adjacent country. I became 
addicted to angling, because I saw Saul 
liked it. There were many righteous 
eyeballs that reproved me for wander- 
ing in places not fit for a woman, and 
Aunt Carter became exceedingly dis- 
turbed, even to the point of remon- 
strance. 

“You ’re spoiling your husband,” she 
would say,— ‘he ’ll not know but what 
you are a squaw,” she said to me one 
day, in true distress. 

However, I endured it delightfully for 
three years. Saul received in one week 
four letters, each containing the offer of 
a professor’s chair in a desirable institu- 
tion. 

For many months I had seen the speli 
weaving arotd my good husband; I 
had seen it flash out of his eyes; I had 
heard its undertone in his voice ; I had 
felt it in his whole manner, and I knew 
the hour of battle was near. 

T was strong, and I came to the rescue. 
It was on this wise. Hearken! is he 
coming ? No, it is only the wind com- 
ing up the Big Blue. 

We sat in our Skylight door in an 
April evening, — unwise, perhaps, — but 
we were there. Saul had taken down 
that wild warble of Longfellow’s, “ Hia- 
watha.” He read to me until the moon 
came up; then he threw down the book, 
and said, “ Pshaw !” 

“ What is that for, Saul ?” I asked, in 
some surprise. 

“Tt is not for the book,— for myself, 
Lucy. I had better not have opened it. 
Let us go and talk with the Doctor.” 
And we went. 

Saul had not answered his letters on 
the chair question, and I put up a peti- 
tion. 

“J think I never felt so well as when 
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I was in Kansas,” I said. “ Really, Saul, 
I ’ve felt a strong inclination to cough 
for some time, every morning. The 
climate of Kansas is wonderfully cura- 
tive for pulmonary difficulties. I wish 
you would go out there now, and build a 
log cabin, plant a few miles of maize, 
gather it in, and then, when the season 
is over, come back and go to 
You know they value you too highly not 
to wait your time.” 

I saw a slow kindling up in Saul’s 
eyes, but an instant later it had gone 
down, and he said, looking into mine, — 

“Do you really and truly wish this, 
Lucy ?” 

And Lucy answered, — 

“T really and truly wish it, Saul.” 

We came hither with the violets and 
bluebirds. My wigwam points to the 
sky. We have roamed on the prairies, 
and wandered in the timber-lands. Un- 
der the heavens of the Big Blue we have 
drunk “the wine of life all day,” and 
“been lighted off” to hemlock-boughs 
“by the jewels in the cup.” 

Oh, this life that is passing, passing in 
unseen marches on to the Great Plains 
where we shall corral forever! I ’ve 
just opened my cabin-door to look for 
Saul; he ’s been gone ten days. The 
drought came; our maize withered and 
died. Ten miles away, there is a town ; 
two houses are there. We left our vast- 
wilderness lodge to Nature in October, 
and turned our faces eastward. Reach- 
ing the town, we found Azrael hovering 
there. It was impossible to go on and 
leave such suffering, and we stayed. 
While we waited, winter came along, 
tossing her white mail over the prairie, 
and we were prisoned. Azrael folded his 
pinions, and carried in them two souls out 
of the town of two houses. Afterward, 
Saul and I came back to our home. I 
kindled the fire, and Saul went forth to 
earn our daily food. Life began to grow 
painfully earnest. The supply of wheat- 
en flour waxed less and less, and I some- 
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times wished— no, I did not wish that I 
was a widow, I only wished for flour. 

I began to look for manna, and it came, 
—not “small and white, about the size 
of coriander-seed,” but in the form of the 
flying life of yesterday. 

I have cried many tears over eyes that 
were shut for me, but I’ve never been 
sorry that I came hither. 

At last, no more wings came flying 
over the prairie. Saul came home with- 
out food. That was ten days ago. He 
carried me the next morning to the vil- 
lage, to leave me there, till he should 
return,— then retraced the ten miles 
through the snow, and went for food. 

T stayed until there was no more for the 
children to eat. I could not abide that, 
and this morning I stole away. I ’ve 
come the ten miles through the snow to 
light the fire, that Saul may not pass by, 
and go on to the town this cold night. 
Where is he now? Not perishing, dy- 
ing on the prairie, as I was once, when 
he found me? I'll walk and see. It is 
so lone outside, there is such an awful 
sound in the voice of stillness, and Saul 
is not in sight! 

Where is my life now? Since Saul 
went away, so much of it has gone, I feel 
as if more of myself were there than here. 
Why couldn’t I go on thinking? It was 
such relief! The moon is up at last. A 
low rumble over the dried grass, like a 
ereat wave treading on sand. Tam faint. 
I have tightened my dress, to keep out 
hunger, every hour of this day. Those 
starving children! God pity them! A 
higher wave of sound, — surely ’tis not 
fancy. I will look out. The moon shines 
on a prairie sail, a gleam of canvas. An- 
other roll of the broad wheel, and Saul is 
here. 

“Send the man on quickly,” I cried ; 
“the children are starving in the town.” 
* “ And you ?” said Saul. 

The power of his eyes is almost gone. 
T searcely heed them. I see—a bag of 
meal. 
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On the 6th of October, 1840, a young 
man was brought up for sentence in one 
of the highest courts of Europe, before 
which he had been tried, and by which 
he had been found guilty of one of the 
greatest crimes that can be charged upon 
any human being, though the world sel- 
dom visits it with moral condemnation. 
The young man was Prince Louis Napo- 
leon Bonaparte, the court was the French 
Chamber of Peers, and the sentence was 
imprisonment for life. Had the French 
government of that day felt strong enough 
to act strongly, the condemned would 
have been treated as the Neapolitans 
treated Murat, and as the Mexicans treat- 
ed Yturbide. He would have been per- 
petually imprisoned, but his prison would 
have been “ that which the sexton makes.” 
But the Orléans dynasty was never strong, 
and its head was seldom able to act bold- 
ly. To execute a Bonaparte, the un- 
doubted heir of the Emperor, required 
nerve such as no French government had 
exhibited since that day on which Maré- 
chal Ney had been shot; and there were 
seven hundred thousand foreign soldiers 
in France when that piece of judicial 
butchery was resolved upon. The army 
might not be ready to join a Bonaparte, 
but it could not be relied upon to guard 
the scaffold on which he should be sent 
to die. The people might not be ready 
to overthrow Louis Philippe, to give his 
place to Louis Napoleon, but it did not 
follow that they would have seen the lat- 
ter’s execution with satisfaction, because 
they desired peace, and he had fallen in- 
to the habit of breaking it. The enthusi- 
asm that was created in France by the 
arrival in that country of the remains of 
Napoleon I., not three months after the 
coming Napoleon III. had been sent to 
the fortress of Ham, showed how difficult 
a matter it would have been to proceed 
capitally against the Prince. Louis Phi- 
lippe has been praised for sparing him; 
but the praise is undeserved. Certainly, 
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the King of the French was not a cruel 
man, and it was with sincere regret that 
he signed the death-warrants of men who 
had sought his own life, and who had 
murdered his friends; but it would have 
been no act of cruelty, had he sent his 
rival to the guillotine. When a man 
makes a throw for a crown, he accepts 
what is staked against it,—a coffin. Noth- 
ing is better established than this, that, 
when a sovereign is assailed, the inten- 
tion of the assailant being his overthrow, 
that sovereign has a perfect right to put 
his rival to death, if he succeed in obtain- 
ing possession of his person. The most 
confirmed believer in Richard IIT.’s de- 
moniac character would not think of add- 
ing the execution of Richmond to his 
crimes, had Plantagenet, and not Tudor, 
triumphed on Bosworth Field. James IT. 
has never been blamed for causing Mon- 
mouth to be put to death, but for having 
complied with his nephew’s request for a 
personal interview, at which he refused 
to grant his further request for a mitiga- 
tion of punishment. Murat’s death wa 
an unnecessary act, but Ferdinand of 
Naples has never been censured for it. 
Had Louis Philippe followed these ex- 
amples, and those of a hundred similar 
cases, he could not have been charged 
with undue severity in the exercise of 
his power for the conservation of his own 
rights, and the maintenance of the tran- 
quillity, not of France alone, but of Eu- 
rope, and of the world, which the triumph 
of a Bonaparte might have perilled. He 
spared the future Emperor's life, not 
from any considerations of a chivalric 
character, but because he durst not take 
it. He feared that the blood of the of- 
fender would more than atone for his of- 
fence, and he would not throw into the 
political caldron so rich a material, dread- 
ing the effects of its presence there. 
Then the Orléans party and the Impe- 
rial party not only marched with each 
other, but often crossed and ran into 
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each other; and it was not safe to run 
the risk of offending the first by an at- 
tempt to punish its occasional ally. There 
was, too, something of the ludicrous in 
the Boulogne affair, which enabled gov- 
ernment to regard the chief offender with 
cheap compassion. Louis Philippe is en- 
titled to no credit, on the score of mercy, 
for his conduct in 1840,—for the decis- 
ion of the Court of Peers was his inspira- 
tion; but he acted wisely,—so wisely, 
that, if he had done as well in 1848, his 
grandson would at this moment have been 
King of the French, and the Emperor that 
is a wanderer, with nothing but a charac- 
ter for flightiness and a capacity for fail- 
ure to distinguish him from the herd, while 
many would have regarded him as a mad- 
man. But the end was not then, and the 
hand of ate was not even near that cur- 
tain which was to be raised for the dis- 
closure of events destined to shake and 
to change the world. 

The defence of Louis Napoleon was 
conducted by M. Berryer, the great leader 
of the Legitimists, who, twenty-five years 
before, had aided in the defence of Ney, 
and who, nearly twenty years later, de- 
fended Montalembert, his client of 1840 
being in this last case the prosecutor. In 
his speech in defence of the Prince, this 
first of French orators and advocates 
made use of language, the recollection 
of which in after-days must have been 
attended with very conflicting emotions. 
Addressing himself to the judges, he said, 
—‘“ Standing where I do, I do not think 
that the claims of the name in which this 
project was attempted can possibly fall 
humiliated by the disdainful expressions 
of the Procureur Général. You make 
remarks upon the weakness of the means 
employed, of the poverty of the whole en- 
terprise, which made all hope of success 
ridiculous. Well, if success is anything, 
I will say to you who are men,—you, 
who are the first men in the state, — you, 
who are members ofa great political body, 
— there is an inevitable and eternal Ar- 
bitrator between every judge and every 
accused who stands before him ;— before 
giving your judgment, now, being in pres- 
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ence of this Arbitrator, and in face of the 
country, which will hear your decrees, tell 
me this, without regard now to weakness 
of means, but with the rights of the case, 
the laws, and the institution before your 
eyes, and with your hands upon your 
hearts, as standing before your God, and 
in presence of us, who know you, will 
you say this: —‘If he had succeeded, if 
his pretended right had triumphed, I 
would have denied him and it, — I would 
have refused all share in his power, —I 
would have denied and rejected him’? 
For my part, I accept the supreme arbi- 
tration I have mentioned; and whoever 
there may be amongst you, who, before 
their God, and before their country, will 
say to me,—‘If he had succeeded, I 
would have denied him,’—such a one 
will I accept for judge in this case.” In 
making this sweeping challenge, M. Ber- 
ryer knew that he was hitting the Court 
of Peers hard, for it contained men who 
had been leading Napoleonists in the days 
of the Empire, and others who were ready 
to join any government which should be 
powerful enough to establish itself; while 
it left the Legitimists, the orator’s own 
party, unharmed. They were the only 
men, according to M. Berryer’s theory 
of defence, who would have furnished an 
impartial tribunal for the trial of his 
client; for they alone, with strict truth, 
could have said that they would deny his 
right, and refuse to share in his power, 
no matter at what time he should succeed 
in accomplishing his designs. 

Had the French Peers been gifted with 
that power of mental vision which ena- 
bles men to see into the future, they would 
not have been disposed to condemn the 
man who stood before them in 1840. 
Could it have been made known to them 
that in eight years he would be elected 
President of the French Republic by 
nearly five and a half millions of votes, — 
that in twelve years he would become 
Emperor of the French, —that in fifteen 
years he would, as the ally of England, 
have struck down the Russian hegemony, 
—and that in twenty years he would be 
the conqueror of Austria, and have called 
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the Kingdom of Italy into existence, while 
his enmity was dreaded and his friend- 
ship desired by all the nations of the 
earth, and the fate of the Popedom was 
in his hands,— had these things been so 
much as dreamed of by his judges, they 
would have formed the most lenient of 
tribunals, and have suffered him to de- 
part in peace. They are not to be char- 
ged with a lack of wisdom in not foresee- 
ing what must have appeared to be the 
ravings of lunacy, had it been deliber- 
ately set down by some inspired prophet. 
Neither the man nor his cause com- 
manded much respect. We, who know 
that the French Emperor is the first 
man of the age, as well in intellect as 
in position, have no right to sneer at 
the men of 1840 because they looked 
upon him as a feeble pretender. He had 
made two attempts to place himself at 
the head of the French nation, and in 
each instance his failure had been so sig- 
nal, and in some respects so ridiculous, 
that it was impossible to regard him as 
the representative of a living principle. 
Even those who thought him a man of 
talent could account for his want of sue- 
cess only by supposing that Imperialism 
was no longer powerful in France, and 
that his appeals were made to an extinct 
party. The soldiery, amongst whom the 
traditions of the Empire were supposed 
to be strong, had evinced no desire to 
substitute a Bonaparte for a Bourbon of 
the younger branch; and as to the peas- 
antry, who showed themselves so fanatical- 
ly Bonapartean in 1848, and in 1851-2, 
they were never thought of at all. France 
consisted of the government, the army, the 
bourgeoisie, and the skeleton colleges of 
electors ; and so long as they were agreed, 
nothing was to be feared either from 
Prince Louis Napoleon or from the Comte 
de Chambord. We think this was a sound 
view of affairs, and that the French gov- 
ernment of 1841 might have been the 
French government of 1861, had not the 
parties to the combination that ruled 
France in 1841 quarrelled. It was the 
loss of the support of the middle class 
that caused Louis Philippe to lose his 
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throne in the most ignominious manner ; 
and that support the monarch would not 
have forfeited, but for the persistence of 
M. Guizot in a policy which it would have 
been difficult to maintain under any cir- 
cumstances, and which was enfeebled in 
1847-8 by the gross corruption of some 
of its principal supporters. That the 
bourgeoisie intended to subvert the throne 
they had established, for the benefit of 
either the Republicans or the Imperialists, 
is not to be supposed; but their natural 
disgust with the wickedness of the gov- 
ernment as it was at the beginning of 
1848, and with the refusal of the minis- 
ter to allow even the peaceful discussion 
of the reform question, was the occasion 
of the kingdom’s fall, and of the estab- 
lishment, first of the shadowy Republic, 
and then of the solid Empire. 

The events of 1848 furnished to Louis 
Napoleon the place whereon to stand, 
whence to move the French world. He 
must have lived and died an exile, but 
for the Revolution of February. The 
ability with which he profited by events 
suffices to show that he is entitled to be 
considered a great man as well as a great 
sovereign. That he had been born in the 
purple, and that he bore a great name, 
and that through the occurrence of sev- 
eral deaths he had become the legitimate 
heir of Napoleon, were favorable cireum- 
stances, and helped not a little to promote 
his purpose; but they could not alone 
have made him Emperor of the French, 
and the world’s arbiter. There must have 
been extraordinary talent in the man who 
aspired as he did, or he would have failed 
as completely in 1848 as he had failed in 
1836 and in 1840. But the real power 
of the man came out as soon as he found 
a standing-place. Previously to 1848, 
he could act only as a criminal in seek- 
ing his proper place, as he believed it to 
be. He had first to conquer before he 
could attempt to govern,—and to con- 
quer, too, with the means of his enemy. 
All this was changed in 1848, Then he 
was safe in France, as he had been in 
England, and began the political race on 
equal terms with such men as Cavaionae 
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and Ledru-Rollin. That he soon passed 
far ahead of them was, perhaps, as much 
due to circumstances as to his political 
abilities. The name of Bonaparte was 
associated with the idea of the restoration 
of order and prosperity, and this helped 
him with that large class of persons, em- 
bracing both rich men and poor men, who 
not only believe that “order is Heaven’s 
first law,” but that under certain condi- 
tions it is the supreme law, for the main- 
tenance of which all other laws are to be 
set aside and disregarded. These men, 
whose organ and exponent was M. Cé- 
sar Romieu, who called so loudly for 
cannon to put down the revolutionists, — 
“even if it should come from Russia!” 
—and whose type of perfection is the 
churchyard, were all fanatical supporters 
of “the coming man,” and they assisted 
him along the course with all their might 
and strength. No matter how swiftly he 
drove, his chariot-wheels seemed to them 
to tarry. The very arguments that were 
made use of to induce other men to act 
against the rising Bonaparte were those 
which had the most effect in binding them 
to his cause. He would establish a can- 
nonarchy, would he? Well, a cannon- 
archy was exactly what they desired, 
provided its powers should be directed, 
not against foreign monarchs, but against 
domestic Republicans. That a govern- 
ment of which he should be the head would 
disregard the constitution, would shackle 
the press, would limit speech, and would 
suppress the Assembly, was an argument 


in his favor, that, to their minds, was irre- ’ 


sistible. Had they thought of the Russian 
War, and of the Italian War, and of the ex- 
tinction of the Pope’s temporal power, and 
of the liberal home-policy that was adopt- 
ed in 1860, as things possible to occur, Lou- 
is Napoleon would have remained Louis 
Napoleon to the end of his days, for all 
the support he would have received at 
their hands. They wished for a sort of 
high-constable, whose business it should 
be to maintain order by breaking the 
heads or seizing the persons of all who 
did not take their view of men’s political 
duties. It is the custom to speak of this 


class of men as if they were peculiar to 
France, and to say that their existence 
there is one of the many reasons why 
that country can never long enjoy a pe- 
riod of constitutional liberty. This is not 
just to France. The French are a great 
people, who have their faults, but who are 
in no sense more servile than are Ameri- 
cans, or Englishmen, or Germans. Ex- 
treme disciples of order, men who are 
ready to sacrifice everything else for the 
privileges of making and spending or 
hoarding money in peace, are to be found 
in all countries; and nowhere are they 
more numerous, and nowhere is their in- 
fluence greater or more noxious, than in 
the United States. The difference of pop- 
ulations considered, there are as many of 
them in Boston as in Paris; and our breed 
is ready to go as far in sacrificing free- 
dom, and in treating right with contempt, 
as were their French brothers of 1848. 
The infirmity belongs, not to French na- 
ture, but to human nature. 

Louis Napoleon received not a little 
assistance, in the early part of his French 
career, from the strongest of his political 
enemies. The friends of both branches 
of the Bourbons were his friends — at 
that time, and for their own purposes. 
A restoration was what they desired, and 
they held that it would be easier to con- 
vert the Comte de Chambord or the 
Comte de Paris into a king as the con- 
sequence of another Bonapartean usurpa- 
tion, than as the consequence of the Re- 
public’s continuance. Louis Napoleon 
was to destroy the Republic, and they 
were to destroy him, with the aid of for- 
eign armies. The fate which Cicero 
wished for Octavius, that*he should be 
elevated and then destroyed, was what 
they meant for him. They counted up- 
on the effect of that reaction which so 
soon set in against the revolutious of 
1848, and which they did not believe 
would spare any government which had 
grown out of any one of those revolu- 
tions. They also believed the Prince to 
be a fool, and thought he would be a 
much easier person to be disposed of, af- 
ter he had been sufficiently used, than 
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any one of his rivals. They overrated 
their own power as much as they under- 
rated his abilities; and down to the last 
moment, and when the contest had be- 
come one for life or death, they bore 
themselves as if they were sure that they 
were acting against a man who had been 
elevated solely through the force of cir- 
cumstances, and who could not maintain 
his position. The coup d'état opened 
their eyes, but it was not until the event 
of the Russian War had secured for the 
Emperor the first place in Europe, that 
they became convinced that in the man 
who was the ruler of France they had a 
master. Even now, when the condition 
of every country within the circle of civ- 
ilization bears evidence to the vast weight 
of Imperial France, it is not difficult to 
find Frenchmen who declare that the 
Emperor is a mere adventurer, and that 
he is only “a lucky fellow.” If they 
are right, what shall we think of all 
France? Does the reign of Napoleon 
IIL. serve only to illustrate the proverb, 
that among the blind the one-eyed man 
is a king ? 

The manner in which the French Pres- 
ident became Emperor of the French has 
been much criticized. That some of his 
deeds, at the close of 1851, and in the 
early part of 1852, deserve censure, few 
of his intelligent admirers will be dispos- 
ed to deny. Tis defence is, that it was 
impossible for him to act differently with- 
out forfeiting his life. The contest, in 
1851, had assumed such a character, that 
it was evident that the one party or the 
other must be destroyed. We have M. 
Guizot’s authority for saying that in 
French political contests no quarter is 
ever given, and that the vanquished be- 
come as the dead. French history shows 
that there is no exaggeration in this state- 
ment, and that every political leader in 
France must fight for his life as well as 
for his post, the loss of the latter pla- 
cing the former in great peril. This 
is a characteristic of French politics to 
which sufficient attention has not been 
paid, in discussing the morality of French 
statesmen. In England, for many gen- 
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erations, and in the United States, down 
to the decision of the last Presidential 
election, a constitutional opposition was 
as much a political institution, and as 
completely a part of the machinery of 
government, as the administration itself. 
Formerly, opposition was not without 
its dangers in England, and, whichever 
party had possession of the government, 
it sought to crush out its opponents with 
all the vigor and venom of an Ameri- 
can slavocrat. Charles I. sent Sir John 
Eliot to the Tower, by way of punishing 
him for the opposition he had made to 
unconstitutional government ; and there 
he died, and there he was buried. The 
execution of Strafford, though as just a 
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deed as ever was performed, must be al- 
lowed to haye resulted from proceedings 
that belong to French politics rather than 
to those of England since the times of the 
Tudors. All through the reigns of the 
Stuart kings, and down to the Reyolu- 
tion, parties fought for safety as well as 
for spoils. A defeat was then often fol- 
lowed by a butchery. Hume, speaking 
of the political warfare that happened 
just before the Revolution of 1688, says 
that the “two parties, actuated by mutual 
rage, but cooped up within the narrow 
limits of the law, levelled with poisoned 
daggers the most deadly blows against 
each other's breast, and buried in their 
factious divisions all regard to truth, hon- 
or, and humanity.” ‘This evil was grad- 
ually, but surely, removed from English 
polities by the triumph of the constitu- 
tional party. It lingered, however, for 
half a century, and after the accession of 
the House of Hanover caused the im- 
peachment of Oxford and the exile of 
Bolingbroke and Ormond. The last 
pronounced appearance of it was in 1742, 
when Sir Robert Walpole’s enemies, not 
content with his political fall, sought his 
life. They failed utterly, and for one hun- 
dred and twenty years the course of Eng- 
lish politics has been strictly constitutional, 
an opposition party being, as it were, the 
complement of the administration or min- 
istry. The same party divisions that ex- 
isted in England under George II. sub- 
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stantially exist under the grand-daughter 
of his grandson. So has it been in the 
United States, though it would not be 
difficult to show that none of our parties 
have been so free from approaching to 
the verge of illegality as English parties 
have been since 1714; and the conduct 
of the present American opposition is 
simply detestable, and has destroyed the 
national constitution. 

The French began their political imita- 
tion of the English in 1789. As in most 
imitations, caricature has largely predom- 
inated in it. The one thing that might 
advantageously have been imitated they 
have altogether neglected. They never 
have been able to comprehend the na- 
ture and the purpose of an opposition 
party, and hence every such party that 
has come into existence in France has 
been treated by the governing party as 
if it were composed of enemies of the 
State. When the Jacobins sent the Gi- 
rondins to the seaffold, and when Robes- 
pierre and St. Just sent Danton and Des- 
moulins to the same place, and when the 
Thermidorians so disposed of Robespierre 
and St. Just, they did no more than has 
been done by other French political lead- 
ers, except that their measures were more 
trenchant than have been those of later 
statesmen of their country. The reason 
why the Revolution led to a military des- 
potism was, that no party would tolerate 
its political foes, much less protect them 
in the exercise of the right of free discus- 
sion and legal action. The exeeution of 
Louis XVI. was but a solitary incident in 
the game that was played by the most 
excitable political gamblers that ever con- 
verted a nation into a card-table. He 
was slain, not so much because he was 
a king, or had been one, as because he 
was the natural chief of the Royal party, 
a party which the Republicans would not 
spare. Party after party rose and fell, 
the leaders perishing under the guillo- 
tine, or flying from their country, or be- 
ing sent to Guiana. Despotism came as 
a relief to the people who were thus tor- 
mented by the bloody freaks of men who 
were energetic only as murderers. There 
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probably never was a more popular gov- 
ernment than Bonaparte’s Consulship, in 
its first days. Soon, however, the old 
evil renewed itself in full force. A few 
men, the most conspicuous of whom was 
Carnot, confined their opposition to the 
policy of the government, and kept them- 
selves within the limits of the law; but 
others were less scrupulous, and labored 
for the destruction of the government, 
and compassed the death of the govern- 
ors. Jacobins were as bad as Royalists, 
and Royalists were no better than Jaco- 
bins. Confusion was as much the object 
of the party of order as it was that of the 
party of disorder. Men of all ranks, opin- 
ions, parties, and conditions were among 
the conspirators of those days, .or in some 
way encouraged the conspirators, from 
Cadoudal, a hero of the Vendée, to Mo- 
reau, the hero of the Black Forest and 
Hohenlinden. The vigorous, and in some 
instances tyrannical, action of the govern- 
ment put a stop to this kind of opposition 
for some years. The seizure and execu- 
tion of the Due d’Enghien, though in it- 
self not to be approved, was followed by 
a cessation of Royalist attempts against 
the person of the chief of the State. It 
was one of those terrible lessons by which 
constituted power sometimes teaches its 
enemies that the force of lawlessness is 
not necessarily confined to one side in a 
political controversy. Nothing contrib- 
uted more to the establishment of the 
Empire than the violence of Bonaparte’s 
enemies, as they favored the plan of estab- 
lishing an hereditary monarchy, the ex- 
istence of which should not be bound up 
with the existence of an individual. Dur- 
ing the reign of Napoleon I. the opposi- 
tion was quiet, but it was organized, and 
its conduct was from first to last illegal, 
as it corresponded with the banished 
princes, and with the foreign enemies of 
France. The Mallet affair, in 1812, 
which came so very near effecting the 
Emperor's dethronement when he was in 
the midst of his Russian disasters, shows 
how frail was his tenure of power when 
he was absent from Paris, and how ex- 
tensive were the ramifications of the in- 
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formal conspiracy that existed against 
him. “You have found the tail, but not 
the head,” were the words in which the 
bold conspirator let his judges know that 
the danger was not over. The Legisla- 
tive Body endeavored to act as an oppo- 
sition party in France after the disasters 
of 1813, and the Emperor, after giving 
them a lecture, dismissed them. The 
Allies would never have dared to cross 
the French frontier, had they not been 
advised of the existence of disaffection, 
which was ready to become treason, in 
their enemy’s country. The opposition 
to Louis XVIIL.’s government was high- 
ly treasonable in its character; and so 
was that which Napoleon encountered 
during the Ilundred Days. -When the 
second Restoration had been effected, the 
French government found itself in a 
strange predicament. The extraordinary 
Chamber of Deputies which then met, 
“the Impracticable Chamber,” was so in- 
tensely royalist in its sentiments, that it 
alarmed every reasonable friend of mon- 
archy in Europe. It would have sub- 
jected the king himself to its will, in or- 
der that it might be free to punish the 
enemies of royalty with even more vigor 
and cruelty than the Jacobins had pun- 
ished its friends. There was to be a re- 
vival of the Terror by the party which 
had suffered in 1793, and for the purpose 
of exterminating imperialists, republicans, 
and moderate monarchists. Lord Mac- 
aulay has compared this Chamber with 
the first English Parliament that was call- 
ed after the restoration of the House of 
Stuart. The comparison is unfair to the 
Parliament. There had been a long and 
a bitter war between parties in Eng- 
land, and the Cavaliers remembered, be- 
cause they were events of yesterday, the 
terrible series of defeats they had expe- 
rienced, from Edgehill to Worcester. Be- 
tween the date of the Battle of Worcester 
and the date of the Restoration there 
were less than nine years. The same 
generation that saw Charles I. beheaded 
saw Charles II. enter Whitehall. Eng- 
land had changed but little in the twen- 
ty years that elapsed between the meet- 


ing of the Long Parliament and the dis- 
solution of the Convention Parliament. 
Very different was it in France. There 
parties had had no fighting in the field, 
save in Brittany and the Vendée. There 
the change had been as complete as if it 
had been half a century in the making. 
Twenty-three years had passed away 
since the fall of the monarchy, when the 
Impracticable Chamber met, to legislate 
for a new France in the spirit of the worst 
period of the reigns of the worst Bour- 
bons. These ultra-royalists would have 
had their way, and the massacres of the 
Protestants would have been accompa- 
nied or followed by the destruction of 
all parties save the victors, but for the 
existence of circumstances which it is 
even now painful for Frenchmen to think 
of. The Allies occupied the country, 
and their influence was thrown in behalf 
of moderate counsels. The good-nature 
of Louis XVIII. was supported by the 
sound common-sense of Wellington, and 
by the humanity of Alexander; and so 
but few persons were punished for politi- 
cal offences. The conduct of the Cham- 
ber showed that the Deputies had no just 
conception of the nature either of a min- 
nistry or of an opposition. So it was, 
though with less violence, throughout the 
period known as the Restoration; and 
the Polignaec movement of 1830, which 
led to the fall of the elder Bourbons, was 
a coup d'état, the object being the de- 
struction of the Charter. In Louis Phi- 
lippe’s reign, there were facts upon facts 
that establish the proposition that no 
French party then clearly comprehend- 
ed the character of a political opposition ; 
and it was the attempt of M. Guizot to 
prevent even the discussion of the reform 
question that was the occasion, though 
not the cause, of the Revolution of 1848. 
No sooner had the Republic been estab- 
lished than the Royalists began to con- 
spire against its existence, while the Re- 
publicans themselves were far from be- 
ing united, the Reds hating the Blues 
quite as intensely as they hated the Whites, 
or old Royalists; and beyond even the 
Reds were large numbers of men who, 
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for the lack of a more definite name, 
have been called Socialists, who wanted 
something as vehemently as Brutus de- 
sired his purposes, but who would prob- 
ably have been much puzzled to say 
what that something was, had the ques- 
tion been put to them by the agent of a 
power willing and able to gratify their 
wish. 

Tt was into such a political chaos as 
this that Louis Napoleon found himself 
plunged in 1848. He had a difficult 
part to fill; and that he did not succeed 
in satisfying most of those who had been 
most prominent in elevating him was in- 
evitable from the discrepancy between 
his views of his position and their views 
of it, They had intended him to be a 
tool, and he was determined to be master 
of all the land. There was a contest for 
power, which ended in the coup d’ctat of 
1851. Victory waited on the heir of her 
old favorite. The contest was marked 
by many deeds, on both sides, not defen- 
sible on strict moral grounds, but which 
bear too close a resemblance to the ordi- 
nary course of French politics to admit 
of the actors being sweepingly condemn- 
ed, as if they had poisoned a pure foun- 
tain. Neither party could afford to act 
with fairness, because each party was 
convinced that the other was seeking its 
destruction, according to the usual rule 
of Gallic political warfare. That the 
world should have heard much of the er- 
rors of the victor, while those of the van- 
quished have been charitably passed over, 
is but natural. Victors become objects of 
envy, while pity is the feeling that is cre- 
ated by thoughts of their foes. It is only 
in America that the beaten party is so in- 
solent that the conquerors are fairly over- 
crowed by it. All the blunders, all the 
acts of violence of which the other side 
were guilty, have been forgotten, or are 
not alluded to, because parties are not 
held accountable for evils that never were 
perpetrated, though it was intended that 
they should take form and shape and 
bear fruit. It is charged against the Em- 
peror, that he deliberately planned the 
destruction of the Republic, and that he 
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ceased not to labor until his purpose had 
been effected. Admitting this charge to 
be strictly well founded, what is it more 
than can be brought against the very men 
who are so loud in preferring it? The 

tepublic was doomed from the hour of its 
birth, and the final struggle between the 
Imperialists and the Royalists was made 
over its carcass. That struggle was nei- 
ther a Pharsalia, in which two great men 
contended for supremacy in arepublic, nor 
a Philippi, in which parties fought deliber- 
ately in support of certain principles, but 
an Actium; and the question to be decid- 
ed was, With which of two energetic forms 
of force should the victory be? Louis 
Napoleon contended for the imperial 
form, for the rehabilitation of the scheme 
of his uncle, and for an opportunity to 
develop the Napoleonic ideas. The oth- 
er side sought the restoration of the mon- 
archy as it had been between 1814 and 
1830, with Henry V. for their idol, as any 
attempt to make the Comte de Paris king 
must have failed, though in due time 
Henry V. might have been displaced, if 
not succeeded regularly, by the head of 
the Orléans family. Of the two parties 
to the struggle that followed the election 
of Louis Napoleon to the Presidency, that 
of the President was the more friendly 
to liberal institutions, and the most dis- 
posed to govern in accordance with mod- 
ern sentiments. The President himself 
was attached to the liberal party, and 
leaned decidedly to the left wing of it. 
Circumstances had all tended to make 
him a Constitutionalist. His connections 
had been principally with those countries 
in which liberty is best understood, and 
whose histories are the histories of free- 
dom. By birth he was a prince of Hol- 
land. He had lived much in Switzer- 
land and in England, and he had visited 
the United States. That part of his 
youth in which the mind is formed he 
had passed in those years in which the 
Bonapartists and Liberals had been allies. 
His writings prove that he both under- 
stood and appreciated the constitutional 
system of government. Such a man was 
not likely to become a despot merely’ 
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from choice, though circumstances might 
make him one for the time, as they made 
Fabius a dictator. His recent action, in 
extensively liberalizing the imperial sys- 
tem, and in providing for perfect freedom 
of discussion in the Senate and the Le- 
gislative Body, —a freedom of which the 
supporters of the Pope have thoroughly 
availed themselves, — confirms the belief 
that his original intention was to provide 
a free constitution for France. Had he 
done so, there would have been civil war 
in that country within a year from the 
time that he became master of it. He 
could not trust his enemies, who, could 
they have obtained power, would have 
granted him no mercy, and therefore had 
no right to expect it from him. Had they 
been successful, we should have heard 
much of their acts of usurpation and cru- 
elty, and of the injustice with which the 
President and his party and policy had 
been treated. Severe criticism, often un- 
fair both in matter and in manner, is that 
which every victorious party must ex- 
perience, not only from those whom it 
has defeated, but from the world at large. 
This is one of the items in the details of 
the heavy price which the victors must 
pay for their victory, no matter where it 
is won, or what the character of the con- 
test the issue of which it has decided. 
Men worship success, but they worship it 
much after the fashion that some savage 
tribes worship the gods created by their 
own hands, tearing and rending at one 
time the images that at another had been 
objects of their most abject devotion. 

If we judge the conduct of Louis Na- 
poleon by reference only to Napoleon 
II., we shall not be inclined to condemn 
it. His rule has not been a perfect one, 
but it has been the best that France 
has known for fifty years, not only for 
the French themselves, but for foreign 
peoples. He has lifted France out of 
that slough in which she had floundered 
under both branches of the Bourbons, 
and he has done so without being guil- 
ty of any act of injustice toward other 
nations. The greatness of the France 
of Napoleon I. was unpleasingly associat- 
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ed with the idea of the degradation of 
neighboring countries, which implied the 
ultimate fall of the Empire, as it could 
not be expected that Russians and Ger- 
mans would be governed from Paris. In- 
dependence is what every people strong 
enough to vindicate its rights will have ; 
and hence the men at St. Petersburg 
and Vienna and Berlin were certain to 
act against the men of Paris at the first 
favorable opportunity that should pre- 
sent itself, Their dependent state was 
an unnatural state, and when the reac- 
tion came, the torrent swept all before it. 
The fall of Napoleon I. was the conse- 
quence of the manner in which he rose 
to the greatest height ever achieved by 
a man in modern days. Napoleon III, 
whose power is really greater than that 
of his uncle, has incurred the enmity of 
no foreign people. He has led his ar- 
mies into no European capital city, and 
he has levied no foreign contributions. 
When it was in his power to dictate terms 
to Russia, he astonished men, and even 
made them angry, by the extent of his 
moderation. His abrupt pause in his 
career of Italian success, no matter what 
the motive of it, enabled Austria: to re- 
tire from a war in which she had found 
nothing but defeat, with the air of a vic- 
tor. The only additions he has made to 
the territory of France — Savoy, Nice, 
and Monaco — were obtained by the fair 
consent of all those who had any right to 
be consulted on the changes that were 
made. We find nothing in his conduct 
that betrays any desire to humiliate his 
contemporaries, and a superiority to vul- 
gar ideas of what constitutes triumph that 
is almost without a parallel. No man was 
ever treated more insolently by heredita- 
ry sovereigns, from Czar and Kaiser and 
King to petty German princelings ; and 
this insolence he has never repaid in 
kind, nor sought to repay in any manner. 
He has foregone occasions for vengeance 
that legitimate monarchs would have 
turned to the fullest account for the grat- 
ification of their hatred. He has, appar- 
ently, none of that vanity which led Na- 
poleon I. to be pleased with having his 
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antechamber full of kings whose hearts 
were brimful of hatred of their lord and 
master. If he were to haye an Erfurt 
Congress, it would be as plain and unos- 
tentatious an affair as that of his uncle 
was superficially grand and striking. He 
seems perpetually to have before his 
mind’s eye what the Greeks called the 
envy of the gods, the divine Nemesis, to 
which he daily makes sacrifice. Ie is 
the most prosperous of men, but he is 
determined not to be prosperity’s spoil- 
ed child. If the truth were known, it 
would probably be found that he has not 
a single personal enemy among the mon- 
archs, all of whom would, as politicians, 
be glad to witness his fall. In their secret 
hearts they say that “Monsieur Bona- 
parte is a well-behaved man, to whom 
they could wish well in any other part 
than that which he prefers to hold.” 
Their predecessors hated Napoleon. I. 
personally, and with intense bitterness, 
which accounts for the readiness with 
which they took parts in the hunting of 
the eagle, and for the rancor with which 
they treated him when his turn came 
to drain the cup of humiliation to the 
very dregs. The dislike felt for Napo- 
leon III. is simply political, and such dis- 
like is not incompatible with liberality 
in judgment and generosity of action, 
Should it be his fortune to fall, there 
would be no St. Helena provided for 
him. 

~ The domestic rule of the Emperor of the 
French will bear comparison with that of 
any monarch which that people have ever 
had. It is not faultless, but it is as little 
open to criticism of a just nature as that 
of any European sovereign, and with ref 
erence to the changed position of sover- 
eigns. We are not to compare Napoleon 
IIf. with Louis XIV., that sublime and 
ridiculous egotist, who seems neyer to 
have had a human feeling, except those 
feelings which humanity would be the 
better without. The French Revolution 
banished that breed of kings from Chris- 
tendom, if not from the world. He must 
be compared with monarchs who have 
felt the responsibilities of their trust very 
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differently from the man who called him- 
self the State, who thought that twenty 
millions of people had been made to min- 
ister to his vanity, and who gently re- 
proached God with ingratitude because 
of the victories of Eugene and Marlbo- 
rough. “God, it appears, is forgetting 
us,” he said, “notwithstanding all that 
we have done for Him.” A monarch of 
this class is now as extinct as the mam- 
moth, and traces of his footsteps excite 
the wonder of the disciples of political 
science. In these days, a monarch must 
rule mostly for the people, and largely by 
the people. He is only the popular chief 
in acountry which has not a well-defined 
constitution over which time has thrown 
the mantle of reverence. The course 
of Napoleon III. has been in accordance 
with this view of his position. He is not 
the State, but he is the first man in the 
State. Under his lead and direction the 
French have known much material pros- 
perity, and have added not a little to that 
wealth which, when judiciously used as a 
means, and not worshipped as the end of 
human exertion, is the source of so much 
happiness. The readiness with which the 
people, the masses of his subjects, sub- 
seribed to the great war-loans, contend- 
ing for subscriptions as for valuable priy- 
ileges, establishes both their prosperity 
under his government, and their confi- 
dence in that government's strength and 
permanence. That he has not made use 
of his power to stifle the expression of 
thought is clear from the numerous works 
that have been published, some of which 
were written for the purpose of attacking 
his dynasty, — authors of eminence choos- 
ing to pervert history by converting its 
volumes into huge partisan pamphlets, in 
which the subject handled and the object 
aimed at are alike libelled. He has kept 
the press, meaning the journals, more 
sharply remed up than Englishmen and 
Americans haye approved or can ap- 
prove; but as French journalists, instead 
of confining their political warfare to its 
proper use, are in the habit, when free 
to publish what they please, of assailing 
the very existence of the government it- 
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self, he has some excuse for his conduct. 
An English journal which should recom- 
mend the dethronement of Victoria would 
be as summarily silenced as ever was a 
French White, Blue, or Red paper. The 
most determined advocate of freedom 
of discussion must find it hard to disap- 
prove of the suppression of the “ Univers,” 
which, while availing itself of every pos- 
sible license to advocate the extremest doc- 
trines of despotism in Church and State, 
demanded the suppression of freedom of 
all kinds in every other quarter. It is an 
advantage to the enemies of free speech, 
that they can avail themselves of its ex- 
istence to advocate restriction in its com- 
prehensive sense, while their opponents 
cannot consistently demand that they shall 
be silenced. Under the liberal policy 
which has just been inaugurated in France, 
great advantages will be enjoyed by the 
enemies of the government, and of' free 
principles generally ; and the Emperor 
is reported to have said that he shall ac- 
cept the logical consequences of that pol- 
icy, let the result be what it may. What 
has thus far happened confirms this re- 
port; but it ought not to surprise us, if he 
should find himself compelled to have re- 
sort to measures of restriction not much 
different from those “warnings” that have 
been fatal to more than one journal in 
times past. The tendency in the French 
mind to illegal opposition, and of the 
French government to meet such oppo- 
sition by harsh action, will not allow us 
to be very sanguine as to the workings 
of the experiment upon which the Em- 
peror has entered. His chief object is 
to establish his dynasty, and he cannot 
tolerate attacks upon that; and attacks 
of that kind would form the staple of the 
opposition press, were it permitted to be- 
come as free as the press is in England 
and in the Northern States of America. 

One of the charges that have been made 
against the Imperial system is, that it is 
a stratocracy, a mere government by the 
sword, and that it must pass away with 
the Emperor himself, or be continued in 
the person of some military man ; so that 
France must degenerate into a vast Al- 
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giers, and be ruled by a succession of 
Deys. There is something plausible in 
this view of the subject, which has im- 
posed upon many persons, and which is 
all the more imposing because the Em- 
peror is fifty-three years old, while his 
only son has but completed his fifth year; 
and Prince Napoleon is not popular with 
the army, and is an object of both fear 
and dislike to the members of several 
powerful interests. The Imperialists have 
themselves principally to blame for this 
state of things, as they have encouraged 
and promulgated opinions that favor its 
existence. Clever historical writers have 
discovered a remarkable resemblance be- 
tween the France of to-day and the Ro- 
man Empire of the days of Augustus. 
Napoleon I. was the modern Julius Ca- 
sar, and Napoleon III. is Octavius. The 
Emperor is writing a Life of Julius Ce- 
sar, and it is believed that it is his pur- 
pose to establish the fact that his family 
is playing the part which the family of 
Cesar played more than eighteen centu- 
ries ago. If one were disposed to be 
eritical, it would not be difficult to point 
out, that, as the first Roman imperial dy- 
nasty became Claudian rather than Ju- 
lian in its blood and character, after the 
death of Augustus, so has the French im- 
perial dynasty a better claim to be con- 
sidered of the family of Beauharnais than 
of the family of Bonaparte. This Cxsa- 
rean game is a foolish one, and may be 
played to an ultimate loss. Of the differ- 
ence between France as she is and Rome 
as she was in the times of the first Caesars 
it is not necessary to say much, for it 
presents itself to every cultivated mind. 
The Roman Empire was an aggregation 
of various nations, including the highest 
and lowest forms of human development 
then known, and stretching from the At- 
lantic to the Euphrates, and from the 
forests of Germany to the deserts of Af- 
rica. Over that vast and various collec- 
tion of peoples a portion of Italy bore 
sway; and it was to break down the tyr- 
anny of that Italian rule that the Julian 
rule was created, and that the Republic 
was made to give way to the Empire. 
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The cause of the Cxsars was the cause 
of the provincials against the Italians, of 
the masses in twenty lands against the 
aristocracy of but a part of one land, of 
many millions of sheep against a few se- 
lect wolves. The revolution that was 
effected through the agency of Julius 
and Octavius was necessary for the con- 
tinuance of civilization, which was threat- 
ened with extinction through the plun- 
dering processes of proprietors and pro- 
consuls. ~The Roman Emperor was the 
shepherd, who, though he might shear his 
sheep close to their skins, and not unfre- 
quently convert many of them into mut- 
ton, for his own profit or pleasure, would 
nevertheless protect them against the 
wolves. He stood between the imperial 
race, of which he was himself the first 
member, and all the other races that were 
to be found in his extensive and diversi- 
fied dominions. The question that he 
settled was one of races, not merely one 
of parties and political principles. What 
resemblance, then, can there be between 
the French Emperor and the Roman Im- 
perator, or between the quarrel decided 
by the Napoleons and that which was de- 
cided by the first two Cresars ? There may 
be said to be some resemblance between 
them, from the fact that the French aris- 
tocracy, as a body, belong to the party 
that is hostile to the Bonapartes, and that 
it was the Roman aristocracy who were 
beaten at Pharsalia and politically de- 
stroyed at Philippi; but the nobility of, 
France were ruined before the name of 
Bonaparte had been raised from obscu- 
rity, and the first Napoleon sought to 
please and to conciliate the remnants of 
that once brilliant order. There can be 
no comparison made between the two ar- 
istocracies; as the Roman was one of the 
ablest and most ferocious bodies of men 
that the world has ever seen, and made 
along and desperate fight for the main- 
tenance of its power, — while the French 
is effete, and it is difficult to believe that 
in the veins of its members runs the blood 
of the heroes of the days of the League, 
or even that of the Frondeurs. Their 
political action reminds us of nothing but 
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the playing of children; and the best of 
the leaders of the opposition to the Impe- 
rial régime are new men, most of whose 
names were never heard of until the pres- 
ent century. The Imperial family, too, 
unlike that of Rome, is a new family. 
The democratic revolution of Rome, which 
led to the fall of the Republic, was ena- 
bled to triumph only because the moye- 
ment was headed by one of the noblest- 
born of Romans, a patrician of the blu- 
est blood, who claimed descent from Ve 
nus, and from the last of the Trojan he- 
roes. No Roman had a loftier lineage 
than “the mighty Julius”; and when the 
place of Augustus passed to Tiberius, the 
third Emperor represented the Claudi- 
an gens, the most arrogant, overbearing, 
haughty, and cruel of all those patrician 
gentes that figure in the history of the re- 
publican times. He belonged, too, to the 
family of Nero, which was to the rest of 
the Claudian gens what that gens was 
to other men, — the representative of all 
that is peculiarly detestable in an ongar- 
chical fraternity. The French Cwsars 
are emphatically novi homines, the found- 
er of their greatness not being in exist- 
ence a century ago, and born of a poor 
family, which had never made any im- 
pression on history. There are abundant 
points of contrast to be found, when we 
examine the origin of Imperial Rome in 
connection with the origin of Imperial 
France, but few of resemblance. 

Even in the bad elements of the mod- 
ern Imperial rule there is little imitation 
of that of the Cesars. “ The ordinary 
notion of absolute government, derived 
from the form it assumes in Europe at 
the present day,” says Merivale, “is that 
of a strict system of prevention, which, 
by means of a powerful army, an ubiqui- 
tous police, and a censorship of letters, 
anticipates every manifestation of free- 
dom in thought or action, from whence 
inconyenience may arise to it. But this 
was not the system of the Casarean Em- 
pire. Faithful to the traditions of the 
Free State, Augustus had quartered all 
his armies on the frontiers, and his suec- 
cessors were content with concentrating, 
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cohort by cohort, a small, though trusty 
force, for their own protection in the capi- 
tal. The legions were useful to the Em- 
peror, not as instruments for the repres- 
sion of discontent at home, but as faithful 
auxiliaries among whom the most danger- 
ous of his nobles might be relegated, in 
posts which were really no more than 
honorable exiles. Nor was the regular 
police of the city an engine of tyranny. 
Volunteers might be found in every rank 
to perform the duty of spies; but it was 
apparently no part of the functions of the 
enlisted guardians of the streets to watch 
the countenances of the citizens, or beset 
their privacy. We hear of no intrusion 
into private assemblies, no dispersion of 
crowds in the streets. ..... They [the 
Emperors] made no effort to impose re- 
straints upon thought. Freedom of thought 
may be checked in two ways, and modern 
despotism resorts in its restless jealousy to 
both. ‘The one is, to guide ideas by seiz- 
ing on the channels of education; the 
other, to subject their utterance to the 
control of a censorship. In neither one 
way nor the other did Augustus or Nero 
interfere at all. From the days of the Re- 
publie the system of education had been 
perfectly untrammelled. Tt was simply a 
matter of arrangement between the par- 
ties directly interested, the teacher and 
the learner. Neither State nor Church 
pretended to take any concern in it: 
neither priest nor magistrate regarded it 
with the slightest jealousy. Public opin- 
ion ranged, under ordinary circumstances, 
in perfect freedom, and under its uncheck- 
ed influence both the aims and methods 
of education continued long to be admi- 
rably adapted to make intelligent men 
and useful citizens. ..... The same 
indulgence which was extended to edu- 
cation smiled upon the literature which 
flowed so copiously from it. There was 
no restriction upon writing or publica- 
tion at Rome analogous to our censor- 
ships and licensing acts. The fact that 
books were copied by the hand, and not 
printed for general circulation, seems to 
present no real difficulty to the enforce- 
ment of such restrictions, had it been the 
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wish of the government to enforce them. 
The noble Roman, indeed, surrounded 
by freedmen and clients of various abil- 
ity, by rhetoricians and sophists, poets 
and declaimers, had within his own doors 
private aid for executing his literary proj- 
ects; and when his work was compiled, 
he had in the slaves of his household the 
hands for multiplying copies, for dressing 
and binding them, and sending forth an 
edition, as we should say, of his work to 
the select public of his own class or so- 
ciety. The circulation of compositions 
thus manipulated might be to some ex- 
tent surreptitious and secret. But such 
a mode of proceeding was necessarily 
confined to few. The ordinary writer 
must have had recourse to a professional 
publisher, who undertook, as a trades- 
man, to present his work for profit to the 
world. Upon these agents the govern- 
ment might have had all the hold it re- 
quired: yet it never demanded the sight 
beforehand of any speech, essay, or satire 
which was advertised as about to appear. 
It was still content to punish after publi- 
cation what it deemed to be censurable 
excesses. Severe and arbitrary as some of 
its proceedings were in this respect, ... + 
it must be allowed that these prosecutions 
of written works were rare and excep- 
tional, and that the traces we discover 
of the freedom of letters, even under the 
worst of the Emperors, leave on the whole 
a strong impression of the general leni- 


ency of their policy in this particular.” * 


This correct picture of the policy of Im- 
perial Rome on this point shows that the 
ancient sovereigns of the first of empires 
were more liberal than are modern rulers 
of their class, and that the Caesars scorn- 
ed to do that which has been common 
with the Bonapartes. The changes in 
the direction of freedom which Napoleon 
Il. has recently made are really more 
Cesarean in their character than any- 
thing that he had previously done in 
connection with thought and public dis- 


* A Tlistory of the Romans under the Empire. 
sy CHARLES MeErivacr, B. D., late Fellow 
of St. John’s College, Cambridge. Vol. VI, 
pp. 224-231. 
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cussion. It ought to be added, however, 
that the Romans had no daily press, and 
that journalism, as we understand it, was 
as unknown to the Ceesars as were steam- 
ships and rifled cannon. Had they been 
troubled with those daily showers of Sib- 
ylline leaves that so vex modern poten- 
tates, their magnanimity would have been 
severely tested, and they might have es- 
tablished as severe censorships as ever 
have been known in Paris or Vienna. 
Flattery has discovered a resemblance 
between the career of Napoleon III. and 
the career of Augustus, and it required 
the eyes of flattery to make such a dis- 
covery. The Frenchman is the equal of 
the Roman in talent, but the resem- 
blance goes no farther. What resem- 
blance can there be between the boy 
who became a statesman at twenty and 
the man who began his career at forty ? 
between the youth who made himself 
master of the Roman situation in a few 
months and the elderly man whose posi- 
tion at fifty-three is by no means an as- 
sured one? between the man who at thir- 
ty-three had destroyed all rivals and com- 
petitors, and gathered into his person all 
the powers of the State, and the man who 
at a much later period of life is still en- 
gaged upon an experiment in politics ? 
Augustus avenged the murder of Julius 
within a brief time after it had been per- 
petrated ; Napoleon III. has never aveng- 
ed the fall of his uncle, but has refrained 
from injuring his uncle’s destroyers, when, 
apparently, he might have done so with 
profit to himself, and with the general ap- 
probation of the world. Augustus’s pub- 
lic life knew but one signal calamity, the 
loss of the legions of Varus, which hap- 
pened toward its close, and in his dying 
moments he could congratulate himself 
on having played well, which meant suc- 
cessfully, his part in the drama of’ life. 
Napoleon IIL’s life has been full of ca- 
lamities, and it remains yet to be seen 
whether history shall have to rank him 
among its favorites, or high in the list of 
those unfortunates against whom it has 
recorded sentence of everlasting con- 
demnation. Should he live, and main- 
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tain his place, and bequeath his throne 
to his son, and that son be of an age to 
appreciate his position, and possessed of 
fair talent, he may pass for the modern 
Augustus ; but thinking of him, and of the 
strange reverses of fortune that have hap- 
pened since 1789 to men and to nations, 
we subscribe to the wisdom of the hack- 
neyed Greek sentiment, that no man 
should be called fortunate until the seal 
of death shall have placed an everlast- 
ing and an impassable barrier between 
him and the cruel sports of Mutabilities 
which are played “to many men’s de- 
cay.” 

In one respect it will be allowed by all 
but absolutists that the condition of Eu- 
rope has changed greatly for the better 
in the last eleven years, as a consequence 
of the triamphs of the French Emperor. 
From the year 1815 to 1850, national in- 
dependence was in its true sense unknown 
to Continental Europe. The ascendeney 
of Napoleon I. had small claim to fault- 
lessness, but the men who led in the work 
of his overthrow proceeded as if they 
meant to make the world regret his fall. 
This is the secret — which secret is none 
— of the reaction that speedily took place 
in his favor, and which caused an alliance 
of Liberals and Jacobins and Imperialists 
to do honor to his memory ; so that, be- 
ing dead, he was from his island-sepul- 
chre a more effective foe to legitimacy 
and the established order of things than 
he had been from St. Cloud and the 
Tuileries. It has been satirically said 
that a mythical Napoleon rose from the 
dust of the dead Emperor, who bore no 
moral resemblance to Europe’s master 
of 1812. As to the resemblance between 
the master of a hundred legions and 
“the dead but sceptred sovereign” of 
1824, who ruled men’s spirits from his 
urn, we will not stop to inquire; but it 
can be positively asserted that the mythi- 
cal Napoleon, if any such creation there 
was, was the work of the true Napoleon’s 
destroyers. They earned the hatred and 
detestation of the greater part of the bet- 
ter classes in the civilized world; and as 
it is the nature of men to love those who 
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have warred against the objects of their 
hate, nothing was more natural than for 
Europeans and Americans to turn fondly 
to the memory of one who had beaten 
and trampled upon every member of the 
Holy Alliance, and who had carried the 
tricolor, that emblem of ‘revolution, to 
Vienna and Berlin and Moscow. Men 
wished to have their own feet upon the 
necks of Francis and Frederick William 
and Alexander, and therefore they were 
ready to forget the faults, and to remem- 
ber only the virtues, of one who had en- 
joyed the luxury they so much coveted. 
It would be unreasonable to complain of 
that disposition of the public mind toward 
Napoleon I. which prevailed from about 
the date of his death to that of the resto- 
ration of his dynasty in the person of his 
nephew, or to sneer at the inconsistency 
of “that many-headed monster thine,” 
the people, who had shouted over the de- 
cisions of Vittoria and Leipsic, and before 
a decade had expired were regretting that 
those decisions could not be reversed ; for 
the change was the consequence of the 
operations of an immutable law, of that 
reaction which dogs the heels of all con- 
querors. The legitimate despots, whose 
union had been too much for the parvenu 
despot, established a tyranny over Europe 
that threatened to stunt the human mind, 
and which would have left the world 
hopeless, if England had not resolved to 
part company with her military allies. 
But her condemnation of their policy did 
not prevent its development. Even the 
events of 1830 did not restore national 
freedom to the Continent; and fifteen 
years after the overthrow of the elder 
Bourbons, the partitioners of Poland 
could unite, in defiance of their plighted 
faith, to destroy the independence of 
Cracow, the last shadowy remnant of old 
and glorious Poland. The ascendency 
of Napoleon HI. has put a stop to’ such 
proceedings as were common from the in- 
vasion of France, in 1815, to the inva- 
sion of Hungary, in 1849. He has, to 
be sure, interfered in the affairs of for- 
eign countries, but his acts of interfer- 
ence have been made against the strong, 
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and not against the weak. He interfered 
to protect Turkey when she was threat- 
ened with destruction by Russia, and he 
did so with success. He interfered to 
protect the Italians against the hordes of 
Austria, and with such effect that the 
Kingdom of Italy has been called into 
existence through his action, when there 
was not another sovereign in the world 
who would have fired a shot to prevent 
the whole Italian Peninsula, and the great 
islands of Sicily and Sardinia, from be- 
coming Austrian provinces. THe inter- 
fered to protect the Christians of the East 
against the fire and sword of the Mussul- 
mans, and it is under the shadow of the 
French flag alone that Christianity can 
be preached in the Lebanon and in the 
Tlollow Syria, in the aged Damascus and 
in the historical Sidon. He has inter- 
fered to assist England in China, where- 
by there has been a new world, as it were, 
opened to the enterprise of commerce. He 
has falsified the predictions of those who 
have seen in him only the enemy of Eng- 
land, and who have told us twice a year, 
for nine years past, that he would attempt 
to throw his legions into Kent, and to 
march them upon London. He has add- 
ed nothing to the territory of France 
that has not been honorably acquired. 
Having thus redeemed Europe.from deg- 
radation, and not having justified the 
fears of those who expected him to re- 
new the old duel between France and 
England, his continued prosperity may 
be earnestly desired by Liberals every- 
where, and with perfect consistency ; for 
can any intelligent man venture to say 
that there would be any hope for a better 
state of things, either for France or for 
Europe at large, should his rule be 
changed for that of either branch of the 
Bourbons, or for that of the Republicans, 
Red or Blue? Considering the good 
that he has done, and the evil that he 
might have done, and yet has refrained 
from doing, he will compare advanta- 
geously with any living ruler; and man- 
kind ean overlook his errors in view of 
his virtues, — save and except those men 
whom he vanquished at their own weap- 
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ons, and whose chief regret it is, that, be- 
ing no better political moralists than was 
the Prince-President, their immorality 
was fruitless, while his, according to their 
interpretation of his history, gave him 
empire. Other men, whom his success 
has not consigned to partisan darkness, 
will judge him more justly, and say that 
his victory was the proper meed of su- 
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perior ability, and that whatever was vi- 
cious in his manner of acquiring power 
has been redeemed by the use he has 
almost invariably made of that power. 
He is not without sin; but if he shall not 
die until he shall be stoned by saints 
selected from governments and parties, 
his existence will be prolonged until 
doomsday. 


CONCERNING THINGS SLOWLY LEARNT. 


You will see in a little while what sort 
of things they are which I understand by 
Things Slowly Learnt. Some are facts, 
some are moral truths, some are practical 
lessons; but the great characteristic of 
all those which are to be thought of in 
this essay is, that we have to learn them 
and act upon them in the face of a strong 
bias to think or act in an opposite way. 
It is not that they are so difficult in them- 
selves, not that they are hard to be un- 
derstood, or that they are supported by 
arguments whose force is not apparent 
to every mind. On the contrary, the 
things which I have especially in view 
are very simple, and for the most part 
quite unquestionable. But the difficulty 
of learning them lies in this: that, as re- 
gards them, the head seems to say one 
thing and the heart another. We see 
plainly’ enough what we ought to think 
or to do; but we feel an irresistible in- 
clination to think or to do something else. 
It is about three or four of these things 
that we are going, my friend, to have a 
little quiet talk. We are going to con- 
fine our view to a single class, though 
possibly the most important class, in the 
innumerable multitude of Things Slowly 
Learnt. 

The truth is, a great many things are 
slowly learnt. I have lately had occa- 
sion to observe that the Alphabet is one 
of these. I remember, too, in my own 
sorrowful experience, how the Multipli- 


cation Table was another. A good many 
years since, an eminent dancing-master 
undertook to teach a number of my school- 
boy companions a graceful and easy de- 
portment; but comparatively few of us 
can be said as yet to have thoroughly at- 
tained it. I know men who have been 
practising the art of extempore speaking 
for many years, but who have reached 
no perfection in it, and who, if one may 
judge from their confusion and _hesita- 
tion when they attempt to speak, are not 
likely ever to reach even decent medi- 
ocrity in that wonderful accomplishment. 
Analogous statements might be made, 
with truth, with regard to my friend Mr. 
Snarling’s endeavors to produce maga- 
zine articles; likewise concerning his at- 
tempts to skate, and his efforts to ride on 
horseback unlike a tailor. Some folk 
learn with remarkable slowness that Na- 
ture never intended them for wits. ‘There 
have been men who have punned, ever 
more and more wretchedly, to the end 
of a long and highly respectable life. 
People submitted in silence to the inflic- 
tion; no one liked to inform those rep- 
utable individuals that they had better 
cease to make fools of themselves. This, 
however, is part of a larger subject, which 
shall be treated hereafter. 

On the other hand, there are things 
which are very quickly learnt, — which 
are learnt by a single lesson. One lib- 
eral tip, or even a few kind words heart- 
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ily said, to a manly little schoolboy, will 
establish in his mind the rooted princi- 
ple that the speaker of the words or 
the bestower of the tip is a jolly and 
noble specimen of humankind. Boys are 
great physiognomists: they read a man’s 
nature at a glance. Well I remember 
how, when going to and from school, a 
long journey of four hundred miles, in 
days when such a journey implied trav- 
el by sea as well as by Jand, I used to 
know instantly the gentlemen or the 
railway officials to whom I might apply 
for advice or information. I think that 
this intuitive perception of character is 
blunted in after years. A man is often 
mistaken in his first impression of man or 
woman ; a boy hardly ever. And a boy 
not only knows at once whether a human 
being is amiable or the reverse, he knows 
also whether the human being is wise or 
foolish. In particular, he knows at once 
whether the human being always means 
what he says, or says a great deal more 
than he means. Inferior animals learn 
some lessons quickly. A dog once thrash- 
ed for some offence knows quite well not 
to repeat it. A horse turns for the first 
time down the avenue to a house where 
he is well fed and cared for; next week, 
or next month, you pass that gate, and 
though the horse has been long taught 
to submit his will to yours, you can easily 
see that he knows the place again, and 
that he would like to go back to the sta- 
ble with which, in his poor, dull, narrow 
mind, there are pleasant associations. I 
would give a good deal to know what a 
horse is thinking about. There is some- 
thing very curious and very touching 
about the limited intelligence and the 
imperfect knowledge of that immaterial 
principle in which the immaterial does 
not imply the immortal. And yet, if we 
are to rest the doctrine of a future life in 
any degree upon the necessity of compen- 
sation for the sufferings and injustice of 
the present, I think the sight of the cab- 
horses of any large town might plead for 
the admission of some quiet world of green 
grass and shady trees, where there should 
be no cold, starvation, over-work, or flog- 
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ging. Some one has said that the most 
exquisite material scenery would look 
very cold and dead in the entire absence 
of irrational life. Trees suggest singing- 
birds; flowers and sunshine make us think 
of the drowsy bees. And it is curious to 
think how the future worlds of various 
creeds are described as not without their 
lowly population of animals inferior to 
man. We know what the “ poor Indian” 
expects shall bear him company in his 
humble heaven ; and possibly various 
readers may know some dogs who in cer- 
tain important respects are very superior 
to certain men. You remember how, 
when a war-chief of the Western prai- 
ries was laid by his tribe in his grave, his 
horse was led to the spot in the funeral 
procession, and at the instant when the 
earth was cast upon the dead warrior’s 
dust, an arrow reached the noble creat- 
ure’s heart, that in the land of souls the 
man should find his old friend again. 
And though it has something of the gro- 
tesque, I think it has more of the pathet- 
ic, the aged huntsman of Mr. Assheton 
Smith desiring to be buried by his mas- 
ter, with two horses and a few couples of 
dogs, that they might all be ready to start 
together when they met again far away. 

This is a deviation; but that is of no 
consequence. It is of the essence of the 
present writer’s essays to deviate from 
the track. Only we must not forget the 
thread of the discourse; and after our 
deviation we must go back to it. All this 
came of our remarking that some things 
are very quickly learnt ; and thaf certain 
inferior classes of our fellow-creatures 
learn them quickly. But deeper and 
larger lessons are early learnt. Thought- 
ful children, a very few years old, have 
their own theory of human nature. Be- 
fore studying the metaphysicians, and in- 
deed while still imperfectly acquainted 
with their letters, young children have 
glimpses of the inherent selfishness of hu- 
manity. I was recently present when a 
small boy of three years old, together with 
his sister, aged five, was brought down to 
the dining-room at the period of dessert. 
The small boy climbed upon his mother’s 
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knee, and began by various indications 
to display his affection for her. A stran- 
ger remarked what an affectionate child 
he was. “Oh,” said the little girl, “he 
suspects (by which she meant expects) 
that he is going to get something to eat!” 
Not Hobbes himself had reached a clear- 
er perception or a firmer belief of the 
selfish system in moral philosophy, “ He 
is always very affectionate,” the youthful 
philosopher proceeded, “ when he sus- 
pects he is going to get something good 
to eat!” 


By Things Slowly Learnt T mean not 
merely things which are in their nature 
such that it takes a long time to learn 
them,— such as the Greek language, or 
the law of vendors and purchasers. 
These things indeed take long time and 
much trouble to learn; but once you 
have learnt them, you know them. Once 
you have come to understand the force 
of the second aorist, you do not find your 
heart whispering to you, as you are lying 
awake at night, that what the grammar 
says about the second aorist is all non- 
sense ; you do not feel an inveterate dis- 
position, gaining force day by day, to 
think concerning the second aorist just 
the opposite of what the grammar says. 
By Things Slowly Learnt, 1 understand 
things which it is very hard to learn at 
the first, because, strong as the reasons 
which support them are, you find it so 
hard to make up your mind to them. I 
understand things which you can quite 
easily (when it is fairly put to you) see 
to be true, but which it seems as if it 
would change the very world you live in 
to accept. I understand things you dis- 
cern to be true, but which you have all 
your life been accustomed to think false, 
and which you are extremely anxious 
to think false. And by Things Slowly 
Learnt I understand things which are 
not merely very hard to learn at the 
first, but which it is not enough to learn 
for once ever so well. I understand 
things which, when you have made the 
bitter effort and admitted to be true and 
certain, you put into your mind to keep 
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(so to speak) ; and hardly a day has pass- 
ed, when a soft, quiet hand seems to begin 
to crumble them down and to wear them 
away to nothing. You write the princi- 
ple which was so hard to receive upon 
the tablet of your memory ; and day by 
day a gentle hand comes over it with a 
bit of india-rubber, till the inscription 
loses its clear sharpness, grows blurred 
and indistinct, and finally quite disap- 
pears. Nor is the gentle hand content 
even then; but it begins, very faintly at 
first, to trace letters which bear a very 
different meaning. ‘Then it deepens and 
darkens them day by day, week by week, 
till at a month’s or a year’s end the tab- 
let of memory bears, in great, sharp, legi- 
ble letters, just the opposite thing to that 
which you had originally written down 
there. These are my Things Slowly 
Learnt: things you learn at first in the 
face of a strong bias against them ; things, 
when once taught, you gradually forget, 
till you come back again to your old way 
of thinking. Such things, of course, lie 
within the realm to which extends the 
influence of feeling and prejudice. They 
are things in the accepting of which both 
head and heart are concerned. Once 
convince a man that two and two make 
four, and he learns the truth without ex- 
citement, and he never doubts it again. 
But prove to a man that he is of much 
less importance than he has been accus- 
tomed to think,— or prove to a woman 
that her children are very much like 
those of other folk,—or prove to the in- 
habitant of a country parish that Britain 
has hundreds of parishes which in soil 
and climate and production are just as 
good as his own, — or prove to the great 
man of a little country town that there 
are scores of towns in this world where 
the walks are as pleasant, the streets as 
well paved, and the population as healthy 
and as well conducted ; and in each such 
case you will find it very hard to convince 
the individual at the time, and you will 
find that in a very short space the indi- 
vidual has succeeded in entirely escaping 
from the disagreeable conviction. You 
may possibly find, if you endeayor to in- 
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stil such belief into minds of but moderate 
cultivation, that your arguments will be 
met less by force of reason than by roar- 
ing of voice and excitement of manner ; 
you may find that the person you address 
will endeavor to change the issue you are 
arguing, to other issues, wholly irrelevant, 
touching your own antecedents, charac- 
ter, or even personal appearance; and 
you may afterwards be informed by good- 
natured friends, that the upshot of your 
discussion had been to leave on the mind 
of your acquaintance the firm conviction 
that you yourself are intellectually. a 
blockhead and morally a villain. And 
even when dealing with human beings 
who have reached that crowning result 
of a fine training, that they shall have 
got beyond thinking a man their “ enemy 
because he tells them the truth,” you may 
find that you have rendered a service 
like that rendered by the surgeon’s am- 
putating knife, — salutary, yet very pain- 
ful, — and leaving forever a sad associa- 
tion with your thought and your name. 
For among the things we slowly learn 
are truths and lessons which it goes ter- 
ribly against the grain to learn at first, 
which must be driven into us time after 
time, and which perhaps are never learnt 
completely. 


One thing very slowly learnt by most 
human beings is, that they are of no 
earthly consequence beyond a very small 
circle indeed, and that really nobody is 
thinking or talking about them. Almost 
every commonplace man and woman in 
this world has a vague, but deeply-rooted 
belief that they are quite different from 
anybody else, and of course quite supe- 
rior to everybody else. It may be in 
only one respect they fancy they are this, 
but that one respect is quite sufficient. I 
believe, that, if a grocer or silk-mercer in 
a little town has a hundred customers, 
each separate customer lives on under 
the impression that the grocer or the silk- 
mercer is prepared to give to him or her 
certain advantages in buying and selling 
which will not be accorded to the other 
ninety-nine customers. “ Say it is for 
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Mrs. Brown,” is Mrs. Brown’s direction 
to her servant, when sending for some 
sugar; “say it is for Mrs. Brown, and 
he will give it a little better.” ‘The gro- 
cer, keenly alive to the weaknesses of 
his fellow-creatures, encourages this no- 
tion. “This tea,” he says, “would be 
four-and-sixpence a pound to any one else, 
but lo you it is only four-and-threepence.” 
Judging from my own observation, I 
should say that retail dealers trade a good 
deal upon this singular fact in the consti- 
tution of the human mind, that it is inex- 
pressibly bitter to most people to believe 
that they stand on the ordinary level of 
humanity, — that, in the main, they are 
just like their neighbors. Mrs. Brown 
would be filled with unutterable wrath, 
if it were represented to her that the gro- 
cer treats her precisely as he does Mrs. 
Smith, who lives on one side of her, and 
Mrs. Snooks, who lives on the other. 
She would be still more angry, if you ask- 
ed her what earthly reason there is why 
she should in any way be distinguished 
beyond Mrs. Snooks and Mrs. Smith. 
She takes for granted she is quite differ- 
ent from them, quite superior to them. 
Human beings do not like to be classed, 
—at least, with the class to which in fact 
they belong. To be classed at all is 
painful to an average mortal, who firmly 
believes that there never was such a be- 
ing in this world. I remember one of 
the cleverest friends I have—one who 
assuredly cannot be classed intellectually, 
except in a very small and elevated class 
— telling me how mortified he was, when 
a very clever boy of sixteen, at being 
classed at all. He had told a literary 
lady that he admired Tennyson. “ Yes,” 
said the lady, “Tam not surprised at that: 
there is a class of young men who like 
Tennyson at your age.” It went like a 
dart to my friend’s heart. Class of young 
men, indeed! Was it for this that I out- 
stripped all competitors at school, that 
I have been fancying myself a unique 
phenomenon in Nature, different at least 
from every other being that lives, that I 
should be spoken of as one of a class of 
young men? Now in my friend’s half- 
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playful reminiscence I see the exempli- 
fication of a great fact in human nature. 
Most human beings’ fancy themselves, 
and all their belongings, to be quite dif- 
ferent from all other beings and the be- 
longings of all other beings. I heard an 
old lady, whose son is a rifleman, and 
just like all the other volunteers of his 
corps, lately declare, that, on the occasion 
of a certain grand review, her Tom look- 
ed so entirely different from all the rest. 
No doubt he did to her, poor old lady, — 
for he was her own. But the irritating 
thing was, that the old lady wished it to 
be admitted that Tom’s superiority was 
an actual fact, equally patent to the eyes 
of all mankind. Yes, my friend: it is 
a thing very slowly learnt by most men, 
that they are very much like other peo- 
ple. You see the principle which under- 
lies what you hear so often said by human 
beings, young and old, when urging you 
to do something which it is against your 
general rule todo. ‘Oh, but you might 
do it for me!” Why for you more than 
for any one else ? would be the answer of 
severe logic. But a kindly man would 
not take that ground: for doubtless the 
Me, however little to every one else, is to 
each unit in humankind the centre of all 
the world. 

Arising out of this mistaken notion of 
their own difference from all other men 
is the fancy entertained by many, that 
they occupy a much greater space in the 
thoughts of others than they really do. 
Most folk think mainly about themselves 
and their own affairs. Even a matter 
which “ everybody is talking about” is 
really talked about by each for a very 
small portion of the twenty-four hours. 
And a name which is “in everybody’s 
mouth” is not in each separate mouth 
for more than a few minutes at a time. 
And during those few minutes, it is talk- 
ed of with an interest very faint, when 
compared with that you feel for yourself. 
You fancy it a terrible thing, when you 
yourself have to do something which you 
would think nothing about, if done by 
anybody else. A lady grows sick, and 
has to go out of church during the ser- 
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mon. Well, you remark it; possibly, in- 
deed, you don’t; and you say, “ Mrs. Thom- 
son went out of church to-day ; she must 
be ill”; and there the matter ends. But 
a day or two later you see Mrs. Thom- 
son, and find her quite in a fever at the 
awful fact. It was a dreadful trial, walk- 
ing out, and facing all the congregation : 
they must have thought it so strange ; she 
would not run the risk of it again for any 
inducement. The fact is just this: Mrs. 
Thomson thinks a great deal of the thing, 
because it happened to herself. It did 
not happen to the other people, and so 
they hardly think of it at all. But nine 
in every ten of them, in Mrs. Thomson’s 
place, would have Mrs. Thomson’s feel- 
ing; for it is a thing which you, my read- 
er, slowly learn, that people think very 
little about you. 

Yes, it is a thing slowly learnt,— by 
many not learnt at all. How many per- 
sons you meet walking along the street 
who evidently think that everybody is 
looking at them! How few persons can 
walk through an exhibition of pictures at 
which are assembled the grand people 
of the town and all their own grand ac- 
quaintances, in a fashion thoroughly free 
from self-consciousness! I mean without 
thinking of themselves at all, or of how 
they look ; but in an unaffected manner, 
observing the objects and beings around 
them. Men who have attained recently 
to a moderate eminence are sometimes, 
if of small minds, much affected by this 
disagreeable frailty. Small literary men, 
and preachers with no great head or 
heart, have within my own observation 
suffered from it severely. I have wit- 
nessed a poet, whose writings I have ney- 
er read, walking along a certain street. 
I call him a poet to avoid periphrasis. 
The whole get-up of the man, his dress, 
his hair, his hat, the style in which he 
walked, showed unmistakably that he fan- 
cied that everybody was looking at him, 
and that he was the admired of all admir-’ 
ers. In fact, nobody was looking at him 
at all. Some time since I beheld a por- 
trait of a very, very small literary man. 
It was easy to discern from it that the 
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small author lives in the belief, that, wher- 
ever he goes, he is the object of universal 
observation. ‘The intense self-conscious- 
ness and self-conceit apparent in that 
portrait were, in the words of Mr. Squeers, 
“more easier conceived than described.” 
The face was a very commonplace and 
rather good-looking one: the author, not- 
withstanding his most strenuous exertions, 
evidently could make nothing of the fea- 
tures to distinguish him from other men. 
But the length of his hair was very great: 
and, oh, what genius he plainly fancied 
glowed in those eyes! I never in my life 
witnessed such an extraordinary glare. I 
do not believe that any human being ever 
lived whose eyes habitually wore that ex- 
pression: only by a violent effort could 
the expression be produced, and then for 
avery short time, without serious injury 
to the optic nerves. ‘The eyes were made 
as large as possible; and the thing after 
which the poor fellow had been struggling 
was that peculiar look which may be con- 
ceived to penetrate through the beholder, 
and pierce his inmost thoughts. I never 
beheld the living original, but, if I saw 
him, I should like in a kind way to pat 
him on the head, and tell him that that 
sort of expression would produce a great 
effect on the gallery of a minor theatre. 
The other day I was at a public meeting. 
A great crowd of people was assembled 
in a large hall: the platform at one end 
of it remained unoccupied till the mo- 
ment when the business of the meeting 
was to begin. It was an interesting sight 
for any philosophic observer seated in the 
body of the hall to look at the men who 
by-and-by walked in procession on to the 
platform, and to observe the different ways 
in which they walked in. There were 
several very great and distinguished men : 
every one of these walked on to the plat- 
form and took his seat in the most simple 
and unaffected way, as if quite uncon- 
scious of the many eyes that were look- 
ing at them with interest and curiosity. 
There were many highly respectable and 
sensible men, whom nobody cared partic- 
ularly to see, and who took their places 
in a perfectly natural manner, as though 
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well aware of the fact. But there were 
one or two small men, struggling for no- 
toriety ; and I declare it was pitiful to be- 
hold their entrance. I remarked one, in 
particular, who evidently thought that the 
eyes of the whole meeting were fixed 
upon himself, and that, as he walked in, 
everybody was turning to his neighbor, 
and saying with agitation, “See, that ’s 
Snooks!” His whole gait and deport- 
ment testified that he felt that two or 
three thousand eyes were burning him 
up: you saw it in the way he walked to 
his place, in the way he sat down, in the 
way he then looked about him. If any 
one had tried to get up three cheers for 
Snooks, Snooks would not have known 
that he was being made a fool of. He 
would have accepted the incense of fame 
as justly his due. There once was aman 
who entered the Edinburgh theatre at the 
same instant with Sir Walter Scott. The 
audience cheered lustily; and while Sir 
Walter modestly took his seat, as though 
unaware that those cheers were to wel- 
come the Great Magician, the other man 
advanced with dignity to the front of the 
box, and bowed in acknowledgment of 
the popular applause. This of course was 
but a little outburst of the great tide of 
vain self-estimation which the man had 
cherished within his breast for years. 
Let it be said here, that an affected un- 
consciousness of the presence of a multi- 
tude of people is as offensive an exhibi- 
tion of self-consciousness as any that is 
possible. Entire naturalness, and a just 
sense of a man’s personal insignificance, 
will produce the right deportment. It is 
very irritating to see some clergymen walk 
into church to begin the service. They 
come in, with eyes affectedly cast down, 
and go to their place without ever look- 
ing up, and rise and begin without one 
glance at the congregation. To stare 
about them, as some clergymen do, in 
a free and easy manner, befits not the 
solemnity of the place and the worship ; 
but the other is the worse thing. In a 
few cases it proceeds from modesty; in 
the majority from intolerable self-conceit. 
The man who keeps his eyes downcast in 
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that affected manner fancies that every- 
body is looking at him; there is an in- 
sufferable self-consciousness about him; 
and he is much more keenly aware of the 
presence of other people than the man 
who does what is natural, and looks at 
the people to whom he is speaking. It 
is not natural nor rational to speak to 
one human being with your eyes fixed 
on the ground; and neither is it natural 
or rational to speak to a thousand. And 
I think that the preacher who feels in his 
heart that he is neither wiser nor better 
than his fellow-sinners to whom he is to 
preach, and that the advices he addresses 
to them are addressed quite as solemnly 
to himself, will assume no conceited airs 
of elevation above them, but will uncon- 
sciously wear the demeanor of any sin- 
cere worshipper, somewhat deepened in 
solemnity by the remembrance of his 
heavy personal responsibility in leading 
the congregation’s worship; but assured- 
ly and entirely free from the vulgar con- 
eeit which may be fostered in a vulgar 
mind by the reflection, “ Now everybody 
is looking at me!” TI have seen, I regret 
to say, various distinguished preachers 
whose pulpit demeanor was made to me 
inexpressibly offensive by this taint of 
self-consciousness. And I have seen some, 
with half the talent, who made upon me 
an impression a thousandfold deeper than 
ever was made by the most brilliant elo- 
quence ; because the simple earnestness of 
their manner said to every heart, “ Now 
Tam not thinking in the least about my- 
self, or about what you may think of me: 
my sole desire is to impress on your hearts 
these truths I speak, which I believe will 
concern us all forever!” I have heard 
great preachers, after hearing whom you 
could walk home quite at your ease, prais- 
ing warmly the eloquence and the logic 
of the sermon. Ihave heard others, (in- 
finitely greater in my poor judgment) af- 
ter hearing whom you would have felt it 
profanation to criticize the literary merits 
of their sermon, high as those were: but 
you walked home thinking of the lesson 
and not of the teacher, solemnly revoly- 
ing the truths you had heard, and asking 
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the best of all help to enable you to re- 
member them and act upon them. 
There are various ways in which self 
consciousness disagreeably evinces its ex- 
istence ; and there is not one, perhaps, 
more disagreeable than the affected avoid- 
ance of what is generally regarded as 
egotism. Depend upon it, my reader, 
that the straightforward and natural writ- 
er who frankly uses the first person sin- 
gular, and says, “I think thus and thus,” 
“T have seen so and so,” is thinking of 
himself and his own personality a mighty 
deal less than the man who is always em- 
ploying awkward and roundabout forms 
of expression to avoid the use of the ob- 
noxious J. Every such periphrasis testi- 
fies unmistakably that the man was think- 
ing of himself; but the simple, natural 
writer, warm with his subject, eager to 
press his views upon his readers, uses the 
J without a thought of self, just because 
it is the shortest, most direct, and most 
natural way of expressing himself. The 
recollection of his own personality prob- 
ably never once crossed his mind during 
the composition of the paragraph from 
which an ill-set critic might pick out a 
score of I-s. To say, “It is submitted” 
instead of “I think,” “It has been ob- 
served ” instead of “ I have seen,” “ The 
present writer” instead of “J,” is much 
the more really egotistical. Try to write 
an essay without using that vowel which 
some men think the very shibboleth of 
egotism, and the remembrance of your- 
self will be in the background of your 
mind all the time you are writing. It will 
be always intruding and pushing in its 
face, and you will be able to give only 
half your mind to your subject. But 
frankly and naturally use the J, and the 
remembrance of yourself vanishes. You 
are grappling with the subject; you are 
thinking of it, and of nothing else. You 
use the readiest and most unaffected 
mode of speech to set out your thoughts 
of it. You have written J a dozen times, 
but you have not thought of yourself once. 
You may see the self-consciousness of 
some men strongly manifested in their 
handwriting. The handwriting of some 
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men is essentially affected, — more espe- 
cially their signature. It seems to be a 
very searching test whether a man is a 
conceited person or an unaffected per- 
son, to be required to furnish his auto- 
graph to be printed underneath his pub- 
lished portrait. I have fancied I. could 
form a theory of a man’s whole character 
from reading, in such a situation, merely 
the words, “ Very faithfully yours, Euse- 
bius Snooks.” You could sce that Mr. 
Snooks was acting, when he wrote that 
signature. He was thinking of the im- 
pression it would produce on those who 
saw it. It was not the thing which a 
man would produce who simply wished 
to write his name legibly in as short a 
time and with as little needless trouble 
as possible. Let me say with sorrow that 
I have known even venerable bishops 
who were not superior to this irritating 
weakness. Some men aim at an aristo- 
cratic hand; some deal in vulgar flourish- 
es. These are the men who have reached 
no farther than that stage at which they 
are proud of the dexterity with which 
they handle their pen. Some strive af- 
ter an affectedly simple and student-like 
hand; some at a dashing and military 
style. But there may be as much self- 
consciousness evinced by handwriting as 
by anything else. Any clergyman who 
performs a good many marriages will be 
impressed by the fact that very few among 
the humbler classes can sign their name 
in an unaffected way. I am not thinking 
of the poor bride who shakily traces her 
name, or of the simple bumpkin who slow- 
ly writes his, making no seeret of the dif. 
ficulty with which he does it. These are 
natural and pleasing. You would like to 
help and encourage them. But it is irri- 
tating, when some forward fellow, after 
evincing his marked contempt for the 
slow and cramped performances of his 
friends, jauntily takes up the pen and 
dashes off his signature at a tremendous 
rate and with the air of an exploit, evi- 
dently expecting the admiration of his 
rustic friends, and laying a foundation 
for remarking to them on his way home 
that the parson could not touch him at 
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penmanship. I have observed with a lit- 
tle malicious satisfaction that such per- 
sons, arising in their pride from the place 
where they wrote, generally smear their 
signature with their coat-sleeve, and re- 
duce it to a state of comparative illegibil- 
ity. I like to see the smirking, impudent 
creature a little taken down. 

But it is endless to try to reckon up 
the fashions in which people show that 
they have not learnt the lesson of their 
own unimportance. Did you ever stop 


‘in the street and talk for a few minutes 


to some old bachelor? If so, I dare say 
you have remarked a curious phenome- 
non. You have found that all of a sud- 
den the mind of the old gentleman, usu- 
ally reasonable enough, appeared stricken 
into a state approaching idiocy, and that 
the sentence which he had begun in a 
rational and intelligible way was ending 
in a maze of wandering words, signify- 
ing nothing in particular. You had been 
looking in another direction, but in sud- 
den alarm you look straight at the old 
gentleman to see what on earth is the 
matter; and you discern that his eyes 
are fixed on some passer-by, possibly a 
young lady, perhaps no more than a 
magistrate or the like, who is by this 
time a good many yards off, with the 
eyes still following, and slowly revolving 
on their axes so as to follow without the 
head being turned round. It is this spec- 
tacle which has drawn off your friend’s 
attention ; and you notice his whole fig- 
ure twisted into an ungainly form, in- 
tended to be dignified or easy, and as- 
sumed because he fancied that the passer- 
by was looking at him. Oh the pettiness 
of human nature! Then you will find 
people afraid that they have given offence 
by saying or doing things which the party 
they suppose offended had really never 
observed that they had said or done. 
There are people who fancy that in church 
everybody is looking at them, when in 
truth no mortal is taking the trouble to 
do so. It is an amusing, though irritating 
sight, to behold a weak-minded lady walk- 
ing into church and taking her seat under 
this delusion. You remember the affect- 
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ed air, the downcast eyes, the demeanor 
intended to imply a modest shrinking 
from notice, but through which there 
shines the real desire, “ Oh, for any sake, 
look at me!” There are people whose 
voice is utterly inaudible in church six 
feet off, who will tell you that a whole 
congregation of a thousand or fifteen hun- 
dred people was listening to their sing- 
ing. Such folk will tell you that they 
went to a church where the singing was 
left too much to the choir, and began to 
sing as usual, on which the entire congre- 
gation looked round to see who it was 
that was singing, and ultimately proceed- 
ed to sing lustily too. I do not remember 
a more disgusting exhibition of vulgar 
selfconceit than I saw a few months ago 
at Westminster Abbey. It was a week- 
day afternoon service, and the congrega- 
tion was small. Immediately before me 
there sat an insolent boor, who evidently 
did not belong to the Church of England. 
He had walked in when the prayers were 
half over, having with difficulty been 
made to take off his hat, and his mani- 
fest wish was to testify his contempt for 
the whole place and service. According- 
ly he persisted in sitting, in a lounging 
attitude, when the people stood, and in 
standing up and staring about with an 
air of curiosity while they knelt. He 
was very anxious to convey that he was 
not listening to the prayers; but rather 
inconsistently, he now and then uttered 
an audible grunt of disapproval. No one 
can enjoy the choral service more than I 
do, and the musie that afternoon was very 
fine; but I could not enjoy it or join in 
it as I wished, for the disgust I felt at the 
animal before me, and for my burning 
desire to see him turned out of the sa- 
ered place he was profaning. But the 
thing which chiefly struck me about the 
individual was not his vulgar and impu- 
dent profanity; it was his intolerable self 
conceit. He plainly thought that every 
eye under the noble old roof was watch- 
ing all his movements. I could see that 
he would go home and boast of what he 
had done, and tell his friends that all the 
clergy, choristers, and congregation had 
VoL. VII. 45 
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been awestricken by him, and that pos- 
sibly word had by this time been convey- 
ed to Lambeth or Fulham of the weak- 
ened influence and approaching downfall 
of the Church of England. I knew that 
the very thing he wished was that some 
one should rebuke his conduct, otherwise 
I should certainly have told him either 
to behave with decency or to be gone. 

I have sometimes witnessed a curious 
manifestation of this vain sense of self 
importance. Did you ever, my reader, 
chance upon such a spectacle as this: a 
very commonplace man, and. even a very 
great blockhead, standing in a drawing- 
room where a large party of people is 
assembled, with a grin of self-complacent 
superiority upon his unmeaning face? I 
am sure you understand the thing I mean. 
I mean a look which conveyed, that, in 
virtue of some hidden store of genius or 
power, he could survey with a calm, 
cynical lofiiness the little conversation 
and interests of ordinary mortals. You 
know the kind of interest with which a 
human being would survey the distant 
approaches to reason of an intelligent 
dog or a colony of ants. I have seen 
this expression on the face of one or two 
of the greatest blockheads I ever knew. 
I have seen such a one wear it while 
clever men were carrying on a conversa- 
tion in which he could not have joined to 
have saved his life. Yet you could see 
that (who can tell how ?) the poor creat- 
ure had somehow persuaded himself that 
he occupied a position from which he 
could look down upon his fellow-men in 
general. Or was it rather that the poor 
creature knew he was a fool, and fancied 
that thus he could disguise the fact? I 
dare say there was a mixture of both feel- 
ings. 

You may see many indications of vain 
self-importance in the fact that various 
persons, old ladies for the most part, are 
so ready to give opinions which are not 
wanted, on matters of which they are not 
competent to judge. Clever young cu- 
rates suffer much annoyance from these 
people: they are always anxious to in- 
struct the young curates how to preach. 
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I remember well, ten years ago, when I 
was a curate (which in Scotland we call 
an assistant) myself, what advices I used 
to receive (quite unsought by me) from 
well-meaning, but densely stupid old la- 
dies. I did not think the advices worth 
much, even then; and now, by longer 
experience, [ can discern that they were 
utterly idiotic. Yet they were given with 
entire confidence. No thought ever en- 
tered the heads of these well-meaning, but 
stupid individuals, that possibly they were 
not competent to give advice on such sub- 
jects. And it is vexatious to think that 
people sc stupid may do serious harm to 
a young clergyman by head-shakings and 
sly innuendoes as to his orthodoxy or his 
gravity of deportment. In the long run 
they will do no harm, but at the first start 
they may do a good deal of mischief. Not 
long since, such a person complained to 
me that a talented young preacher had 
‘taught unsound doctrine. She cited his 
words. I showed her that the words were 
taken verbatim from the “ Confession of 
Faith,” which is our Scotch Thirty-Nine 
Articles. I think it not unlikely that 
she would go on telling her tattling story 
just the same. I remember hearing a 
stupid old lady say, as though her opin- 
ion were quite decisive of the question, 
that no clergyman ought to have so much 
as a thousand a year; for, if he had, he 
would be sure to neglect his duty. You 
remember what Dr. Johnson said to a 
woman who expressed some opinion or 
other upon a matter she did not under- 
stand. “ Madam,” said the moralist, “ be- 
fore expressing your opinion, you should 
consider what your opinion is worth.” 
But this shaft would have glanced harm- 
lessly from off the panoply of the stupid 
and self-complacent old lady of whom I 
am thinking. It was a fundamental 
axiom with her that her opinion was en- 
tirely infallible. Some people would feel 
as though the very world were crumbling 
away under their feet, if they realized 
the fact that they could go wrong. 

Let it here be said, that this vain be- 
lief of their own importance, which most 
people cherish, is not at all a source of 
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unmixed happiness. It will work either 
way. When my friend, Mr. Snarling, got 
his beautiful poem printed in the county 
newspaper, it no doubt pleased him to 
think, as he walked along the strect, that 
every one was pointing him out as the 
eminent literary man who was the pride 
of the district, and that the whole town 
was ringing with that magnificent effusion. 
Mr. Tennyson, it is certain, felt that his 
crown was being reft away. But, on the 
other hand, there is no commoner form 
of morbid misery than that of the poor 
nervous man or woman who fancies that 
he or she is the subject of universal un- 
kindly remark. You will find people, 
still sane for practical purposes, who 
think that the whole neighborhood is 
conspiring against them, when in fact 
nobody is thinking of them. 


All these pages have been spent in dis- 
cussing a single thing slowly learnt: the 
remaining matters to be considered in this 
essay must be treated briefly. 

Another thing slowly learnt is that we 
have no reason or right to be angry with 
people because they think poorly of us. 
This is a truth which most people find it 
very hard to accept, and at which, prob- 
ably, very few arrive without pretty long 
thought and experience. Most people 
are angry, when they are informed that 
some one has said that their ability is 
small, or that their proficiency in any art 
is limited. Mrs. Malaprop was very in- 
dignant, when she found that some of her 
friends had spoken lightly of her parts 
of speech. Mr. Snarling was wroth, 
when he learned that Mr. Jollikin thought 
him no great preacher. Miss Brown was 
so, on hearing that Mr. Smith did not 
admire her singing; and Mr. Smith, on 
learning that Miss Brown did not admire 
his horsemanship. Some authors feel 
angry, on reading an unfavorable review 
of their book. The present writer has 
been treated very, very kindly by the erit- 
ics,—far more so than he ever deserved ; 
yet he remembers showing a notice of 
him, which was intended to extinguish 
him for all coming time, to a warm- 
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hearted friend, who read it with gather- 
ing wrath, and, vehemently starting up 
at its close, exclaimed, (we knew who 
wrote the notice,)—‘“ Now I shall go 
straight and kick that fellow!” Now 


all this is very natural; but assuredly it 


is quite wrong. You understand, of 
course, that I am thinking of unfavorable 
opinions of you, honestly held, and ex- 
pressed without malice. I do not mean 
to say that you would choose for your spe- 
cial friend or companion one who thought 
meanly of your ability or your sense; 
it would not be pleasant to have him al- 
ways by you; and the very fact of his 
presence would tend to keep you from 
doing justice to yourself: For it is true, 
that, when with people who think you 
very clever and wise, you really are a 
good deal cleverer and wiser than usual ; 
while with people who think you stupid 
and silly, you find yourself under a ma- 
lign influence which tends to make you 
actually so for the time. If you want a 
man to gain any good quality, the way 
is to give him credit for possessing it. If 
he has but little, give him credit for all 
he has, at least; and you will find him 
daily get more. You know how Arnold 
made boys truthful; it was by giving 
them credit for truth. Oh that we all 
fitly understood that the same grand 
principle should be extended to all good 
qualities, intellectual and moral! — Dili- 
gently instil into a boy that he is a stupid, 
idle, bad-hearted blockhead, and you are 
very likely to make him all that. And 
so you can see that it is not judicious to 
choose for a special friend and associate 
one who thinks poorly of one’s sense or 
one’s parts. Indeed, if such a one hon- 
estly thinks poorly of you, and has any 
moral earnestness, you could not get him 
for a special friend, if you wished it. Let 
us choose for our companions (if such can 
be found) those who think well and kind- 
ly of us, even though we may know with- 
in ourselves that they think too kindly 
and too well. For that favorable estima- 
tion will bring out and foster all that is 
good in us. There is between this and 
the unfavorable judgment all the differ- 
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ence between the warm, genial sunshine, 
that draws forth the flowers and encour- 
ages them to open their leaves, and the 
nipping frost or the blighting east-wind, 
that represses and disheartens all vegeta- 
ble life. But though thus you would not 
choose for your special companion one 
who thinks poorly of you, and though 
you might not even wish to see him very 
often, you have no reason to have any 
angry feeling towards him. He cannot 
help his opinion. Tis opinion is deter- 
mined by his lights. His opinion, possi- 
bly, founds on those esthetic considera- 
tions as to which people will never think 
alike, with which there is no reasoning, 
and for which there is no accounting. God 
has made him so that he dislikes your 
book, or at least cannot heartily appre- 
ciate it; and that is not his fault. And, 
holding his opinion, he is quite entitled 
to express it. It may not be polite to 
express it to yourself. By common con- 
sent it is understood that you are never, 
except in cases of absolute necessity, to 
say to any man that which is disagreeable 
to him. And if you go, and, without any 
call to do so, express to a man himself 
that you think poorly of him, he may 
justly complain, not of your unfavorable 
opinion of him, but of the malice which 
is implied in your needlessly informing 
him of it. But if any one expresses such 
an unfavorable opinion of you in your 
absence, and some one comes and repeats 
it to you, be angry with the person who 
repeats the opinion to you, not with the 
person who expressed it. For what you 
do not know will cause you no pain. 
And all sensible folk, aware how esti- 
mates of any mortal must differ, will, in 
the long run, attach nearly the just 
weight to any opinion, favorable or un- 
favorable. 

Yes, my friend, utterly put down the 
natural tendency in your heart to be an- 
gry with the man who thinks poorly of 
you. For you have, in sober reason, no 
right to be angry with him. It is more 
pleasant, and indeed more profitable, to 
live among those who think highly of you- 
It makes you better. You actually grow 
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into what you get credit for. Oh, how 
much better a clergyman preaches to his 
own congregation, who listen with kindly 
and sympathetic attention to all he says, 
and always think too well of him, than 
to a set of critical strangers, eager to find 
faults and to pick holes! And how heart- 
ily and pleasantly the essayist covers his 
pages which are to go into a magazine 
whose reaers have come to know him 
well, and to bear with all his ways! If 
every one thought him a dull and stupid 
person, he could not write at all: indeed, 
he would bow to the general belief, and 
accept the truth that he is dull and stu- 
pid. But further, my reader, let us be 
reasonable, when it is pleasant; and let 
us sometimes be irrational, when (hat is 
pleasant too. It is natural to have a very 
kindly feeling to those who think well of 
us. Now, thouzh, in severe truth, we 
have no more reason for wishing to shake 
hands with the man who thinks well of 
us than for wishing to shake the man who 
thinks ill of us, yet let us yield heartily 


to the former pleasant impulse. It is not 
reasonable, but it is all right. You can- 


not help liking people who estimate you 
favorably and say a good word of you. 
No doubt we might slowly learn not to 
like them more than anybody else; but 
we need not take the trouble to learn that 
lesson. Let us all, my readers, be glad 
if we can reach that cheerful position of 
mind at which my eloquent friend Siir- 
LEY and I have long since arrived: that 
we are extremely gratified when we find 
ourselves favorably reviewed, and not in 
the least angry when we find ourselves 
reviewed unfavorably; that we have a 
very kindly feeling towards such as think 
well of us, and no unkind feeling what- 
ever to those who think ill of us. Thus, 
at the beginning of the month, we look 
with equal minds at the newspaper no- 
tices of our articles; we are soothed and 
exhilarated when we find ourselves de- 
scribed as sages, and we are amused and 
interested when we find ourselves shown 
up as little better than geese. 

Of course, it makes a difference in the 
feeling with which you ought to regard 
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any unfavorable opinion of you, whether 
spoken or written, if the unfavorable 
opinion which is expressed be plainly 
not honestly held, and be maliciously ex- 
pressed. You may occasionally hear a 
judgment expressed of a young girl's 
music or dancing, of a gentleman’s hors- 
es, of a preacher’s sermons, of an author's 
books, which is manifestly dictated by 
personal spite and jealousy, and which 
is expressed with the intention of doing 
mischief and giving pain to the person 
of whom the judgment is expressed. You 
will occasionally find such judgments sup- 
ported by wilful misrepresentation, and 
even by pure invention. In such a case 
as this, the essential thing is not the un- 
favorable opinion ; it is the malice which 
leads to its entertainment and expression. 
And the conduct of the offending par- 
ty should be regarded with that feeling 
which, on calm thought, you discerti to 
be the right feeling with which to regard 
malice accompanied by falsehood. Then, 
is it well to be angry here ? I think not. 
You may see that it is not safe to have any 
communication with a person who will 
abuse and misrepresent you; it is not safe, 
and it is not pleasant. But don’t be an- 
gry. It is not worth while. That old 
lady, indeed, told all Ner friends that you 
said, in your book, something she knew 
quite well you did not say. Mr. Snarling 
did the like. But the offences of such 
people are not worth powder and shot ; 
and besides this, my friend, if you saw 
the case from their point of view, you 
might see that they have something to 
say for themselves. You failed to call 
for the old Jady so often as she wished 
you should. You did not ask Mr. Snar- 
ling to dinner. These are bad reasons 
for pitching into you; but still they are 
reasons; and Mr. Snarling and the old 
lady, by long brooding over them, may 
have come to think that they are very 
just and weighty reasons. And did you 
never, my friend, speak rather unkindly 
of these two persons? Did you never 
give a ludicrous account of their goings- 
on, or even an ill-set account, which some 
kind friend was sure to repeat to them ? 
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Ah, my reader, don’t be too hard on 
Snarling; possibly you have yourself 
done something very like what he is do- 
ing now. Forgive, as you need to be 
forgiven! And try to attain that quite 
attainable temper in which you will read 
or listen to the most malignant attack 
upon you with curiosity and amusement, 
and with no angry feeling at all. I sup- 
pose great people attain to this: I mean 
cabinet-ministers and the like, who are 
daily flayed in print somewhere or other. 
They come to take it all quite easily. And 
if they were pure angels, somebody would 
attack them. Most people, even those 
who differ from him, know, that, if this 
world has a humble, conscientious, pious 
man in it, that man is the present Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury: yet last night I 
read in a certain powerful journal, that 
the great characteristics of that good man 
are cowardice, trickery, and simple ras- 
cality ! Honest Mr. Bumpkin, kind-heart- 
ed Miss Goodbody, do you fancy that you 
can escape ? 

Then we ought to try to fix it in our 
mind, that, in all matters into which taste 
enters at all, the most honest and the 
most able men may hopelessly, diametri- 
eally, differ: original idiosyncrasy has 
so much to say here; and training has 
also so much. One cultivated and hon- 
est man has an enthusiastic and most real 
love and enjoyment of Gothic architec- 
ture, and an absolute hatred for that of 
the classic revival; another man, equally 
cultivated and honest, has tastes which 
are the logical contradictory of these. No 
one can doubt the ability of Byron, or of 
Sheridan ; yet each of them thought very 
little of Shakspeare. ‘The question is, 
What suits you? You may have the 
strongest conviction that you ought to 
like an author; you may be ashamed to 
confess that you don’t like him; and yet 
you may feel that you detest him. For 
myself, I confess with shame, and I know 
the reason is in myself, I cannot for my 
life see anything to admire in the writ- 
ings of Mr. Carlyle. His style, both of 
thought and language, is to me insuffer- 
ably irritating. I tried to read the “ Sar- 
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tor Resartus,’ and could not do it. So 
if all people who have learned to read 
English were like me, Mr. Carlyle would 
have no readers. Happily, the majority, 
in most cases, possesses the normal taste. 
At least there is no further appeal than 
to the deliberate judgment of the major- 
ity of educated men. I confess, further, 
that I would rather read Mr. Helps than 
Milton: I do not say that I think Mr. 
Helps the greater man, but that I feel he 
suits me better. I value the “ Autocrat 
of the Breakfast-Table ” more highly than 
all the writings of Shelley put together. 
It is a curious thing to read various re- 
views of the same book, — particularly if it 
be one of those books which, if’ you like 
at all, you will like very much, and which, 
if you don’t like, you will absolutely hate. 
Tt is curious to find opinions flatly con- 
tradictory of one another set forth in 
those reviews by very able, cultivated, 
and unprejudiced men. There is no 
newspaper published in Britain which 
contains abler writing than the “ Edin- 
burgh Scotsman.” And of course no one 
need say anything as to the literary mer- 
its of the “ Times.” Well, one day with- 
in the last few months, the ‘“ Times” and 
the “ Scotsman” each published a some- 
what elaborate review of a certain book. 
The reviews were flatly opposed to one 
another; they had no common ground at 
all; one said the book was extremely 
good, and the other that it was extreme- 
ly bad. You must just make up your 
mind that in matters of taste there can 
pe no unvarying standard of truth. In 
wsthetic matters, truth is quite relative. 
What is bad to you is good to me, per- 
haps. And indeed, if one might adduce 
the saddest of all possible proofs how 
even the loftiest and most splendid gen- 
ius fails to commend itself to every cul- 
tivated mind, it may suflice to say, that 
that brilliant “ Scotsman” has on several 
occasions found fault with the works of 
A. K. H. B.! 

If you, my reader, are a wise and kind- 
hearted person, (as I have no doubt what- 
ever but you are,) I think you would like 
very much to mect and converse with 
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any person who has formed a bad opin- 
ion of you. You would take great pleas- 
ure in overcoming such a one’s prejudice 
against you; and if the person were an 
honest and worthy person, you would be 
almost certain to do so. Very few folk 
are able to retain any bitter feeling to- 
wards a man they have actually talked 
with, unless the bitter feeling be one 
which is just. Anda very great propor- 
tion of all the unfavorable opinions which 
men entertain of their fellow-men found 
on some misconception. You take up 
somehow an impression that such a one 
is a conceited, stuck-up person: you come 
to know him, and you find he is the frank- 
est and most unaffected of men. You 
had a belief that such another was a cyn- 
ical, heartless being, till you met him one 
day coming down a long black stair, in a 
poor part of the town, from a bare cham- 
ber in which is a little sick child, with 
two large tears running down his face; 
and when you enter the poor apartment, 
you learn certain facts as to his quiet 
benevolence which compel you suddenly 
to construct a new theory of that man’s 
character. It is only people who are 
radically and essentially bad whom you 
can really dislike after you come to know 
them. And the human beings who are 
thus essentially bad are very few. Some- 
thing of the original Image lingers yet in 
almost every human soul: and in many 
a homely, commonplace person, what 
with vestiges of the old, and a blessed 
planting-in of something new, there is a 
vast deal of it. And every human be- 
ing, conscious of honest intention and of 
a kind heart, may well wish that the man 
who dislikés and abuses him could just 
know him. 

But there are human beings whom, if 
you are wise, you would not wish to know 
you too well: I mean the human beings 
(if such there should be) who think very 
highly of you,— who imagine you very 
clever and very amiable. Keep out of 
the way of such! Let them see as little 
of you as possible. For, when they come 
to know you well, they are quite sure to 
be disenchanted. The enthusiastic ideal 
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which young people form of any one they 
admire is smashed by the rude presence 
of facts. I have got somewhat beyond 
the stage of feeling enthusiastic admira- 
tion, yet there are two or three living 
men whom I should be sorry to see: I 
know I should never admire them so 
much any more. I never saw Mr. Dick- 
ens: I don’t want to see him. Let us 
leave Yarrow unvisited: our sweet ideal 
is fairer than the fairest fact. No hero 
is a hero to his valet: and it may be 
questioned whether any clergyman is a 
saint to his beadle. Yet the hero may 
be a true hero, and the clergyman a very 
excellent man: but no human being can 
bear too close inspection. I remember 
hearing a clever and enthusiastic young 
lady complain of what she had suffered, 
on meeting a certain great bishop at din- 
ner. No doubt he was dignified, pleas- 
ant, clever; but the mysterious halo was 
no longer round his head. Here is a sad 
circumstance in the lot of a very great 
man: I mean such a man as Mr. Tenny- 
son or Professor Longfellow. As an ele- 
phant walks through a field, crushing the 
crop at every step, so do these men ad- 
vance through life, smashing, every time 
they dine out, the enthusiastic fancies of 
several romantic young people. 


This was to have been a short essay. 
But you see it is already long; and I 
have treated only two of the four Things 
Slowly Learnt which I had noted down. 
After much consideration I discern sev- 
eral courses which are open to me :— 

1. To ask the editor to allow me for- 
ty or fifty pages of the magazine for my 
essay. 

2. To stop at once, and allow it to re- 
main forever a secret what the two re- 
maining things are. 

3. To stop now, and continue my sub- 
ject in a future number of the maga- 
zine. 

4. To state briefly what the two things 
are, and get rid of the subject at once. 

The fundamental notion of Course No. 
1 is manifestly vain. The editor is doubt- 
less well aware that about sixteen pages 
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is the utmost length of essay which his 
readers can stand. Nos. 2 and 3, for 
reasons too numerous to state, cannot be 
adopted. And thus I am in a manner 
compelled to adopt Course No. 4. 

The first of the two things is a practi- 
cal lesson. It is this: to allow for hu- 
man folly, laziness, carelessness, and the 
like, just as you allow for the properties 
of matter, such as weight, friction, and 
the like, without being surprised or an- 
gry at them. You know, that, if a man is 
lifting a piece of lead, he does not think 
of getting into a rage because it is heavy ; 
or if a man is dragging a tree along the 
ground, he does not get into a rage be- 
cause it ploughs deeply into the earth as 
He is not surprised at these 
things. They are nothing new. It is 
just what he counted on. But you will 
find that the same man, if his servants 
are lazy, careless, and forgetful, or if his 
friends are petted, wrong-headed, and 
impracticable, will not only get quite an- 
gry, but will get freshly angry at each 
new action which proves that his friends 
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or servants possess these characteristics. 
Would it not be better to make up your 
mind that such things are characteristic 
of humanity, and so that you must look 
for them in dealing with human beings ? 
And would it not be better, too, to regard 
each new proof of laziness, not as a new 
thing to be angry with, but merely as a 
piece of the one great fact that your ser- 
vant is lazy, with which you get angry 
once for all, and have done with it? If 
your servant makes twenty blunders a 
day, do not regard them as twenty sepa- 
rate facts at which to get angry twenty 
several times: regard them just as twen- 
ty proofs of the one fact that your ser- 
vant is a blunderer; and be angry just 
once, and no more. Or if some one you 
know gives twenty indications in a day 
that he or she (let us say she) is of a pet- 
ted temper, regard these merely as twen- 
ty proofs of one lamentable fact, and not 
as twenty different facts to be separately 
lamented. You accept the fact that the 
person is petted and ill-tempered : you re- 
gret it and blame it once for all. And 
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after this once you take as of course all 
new manifestations of pettedness and ill- 
temper. And you are no more surpris- 
ed at them, or angry with them, than you 
are at lead for being heavy, or at down 
for being light. It is their nature, and 
you calculate on it, and allow for it. 


Then the second of the two remaining 
things is this, — that you have no right to 
complain, if you are postponed to greater 
people, or if you are treated with less con- 
sideration than you would be, if you were 
a greater person. Uneducated people are 
very slow to learn this most obvious les- 
son. I remember hearing of a proud old 
lady who was proprietor of a small land- 
ed estate in Scotland. She had many re- 
lations, — some greater, some less. The 
greater she much affected, the less she 
wholly ignored. But they did not ignore 
her; and one morning an individual ar- 
rived at her mansion-house, bearing a 
large box on his back. He was a trayel- 
ling peddler; and he sent up word to the 
old lady that he was her cousin, and hop- 
ed she would buy something from him. 
The old lady indignantly refused to see 
him, and sent orders that he should forth- 
with quit the house. The peddler went; 
but, on reaching the courtyard, he turned 
to the inhospitable dwelling, and in a 
loud voice exclaimed, in the ears of ev- 
ery mortal in the house, “ Ay, if I had 
come in my carriage-and-four, ye wad 
have been proud to have ta’en me in!” 
The peddler fancied that he was hurling 
at his relative a scathing sarcasm: he did 
not sce that he was simply stating a 
perfectly unquestionable fact. No doubt 
earthly, if he had come in a carriage-and- 
four, he would have got a hearty wel- 
come, and he would have found his claim 
of kindred eagerly allowed. But he 
thought he was saying a bitter and cut- 
ting thing, and (strange to say) the old 
lady fancied she was listening to a bitter 
and cutting thing.” He was merely ex- 
pressing a certain and innocuous truth. 
But though all mortals know that in this 
world big people meet greater respect 
than small, (and quite right too,) most 
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mortals seem to find the principle a very 
unpleasant one, when it comes home to 
themselves. And we learn but slowly to 
acquiesce in seeing ourselves plainly sub- 
ordinated to other people. Poor Oliver 
Goldsmith was very angry, when at the 
club one night he was stopped in the 
middle of a story by a Dutchman, who 
had noticed that the Great Bear was roll- 
ing about in preparation for speaking, 
and who exclaimed to Goldsmith, “ Stop, 
stop! Toctor Shonson is going to speak !” 
Once I arrived at a certain railway sta- 
tion. ‘Two old ladies were waiting to go 
by the same train. I knew them well, 
and they expressed their delight that we 
were going the same way. “Let us go 
in the same carriage,” said the younger, 
in earnest tones; “and will you be so 
very kind as to see about our luggage ?” 
After a few minutes of the lively talk of 
the period and district, the train came 
up. I feel the tremor of the platform 
yet. I handed my friends into a car- 
riage, and then saw their baggage placed 
in the van. It was a station at which 
trains stop for a few minutes for refresh- 
ments. So I went to the door of the 
carriage into which I had put them, and 
waited a little before taking my seat. I 
expected that my friends would proceed 
with the conversation which had been in- 
terrupted ; but tomy astonishment I found 
that I had become wholly invisible to 
them. They did not see me and speak 
to me at all. In the carriage with them 
was a living peer, of wide estates and 
great rank, whom they knew. And so 


thoroughly did he engross their eyes and 


thoughts and words, that they had be- 
come unaware of my presence, or even 
my existence. The stronger sensation 
rendered them unconscious of the weaker. 
Do you think I felt angry? No, I did 
not. I felt very much amused. I recog- 
nized a slight manifestation of a grand 
principle. It was a straw showing how a 
current sets, but for which Britain would 
not be the country itis. I took my seat 
in another carriage, and placidly read 
my “Times.” There was one lady in 
that carriage. I think she inferred, from 
the smiles which occasionally for the first 
few miles overspread my countenance 
without apparent cause, that my mind 
was slightly disordered. 


These are the two things already men- 
tioned. But you cannot understand, 
friendly reader, what an effort it has cost 
me to treat them so briefly. The expe- 
rienced critic will discern at a glance that 
the author could easily have made sixteen 
pages out of the material you have here 
in two. The author takes his stand upon 
this, — that there are few people who can 
beat out thought so thin, or say so little 
in such a great number of words. But I 
remember how a very great prelate (who 
could compress all I have said into a 
page and a half) once comforted me by 
telling me that for the consumption of 
many minds it was desirable that thought 
should be very greatly diluted; that quan- 
tity as well as quality is needful in the 
dietetics both of the body and the mind. 
With this soothing reflection I close the 
present essay. 
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AMERICAN NAVIGATION: 


ITS CHECKS, ITS PROGRESS, ITS DANGERS.—THE BIRTH OF THE. NAVY.— 
THE EMBARGO. 


In the palmy days of Commerce it is 
difficult to conceive the distress which at- 
tended the Embargo. To form some idea 
of its effects at a period when the nation 
engrossed most of the carrying trade of 
the world, let us imagine a message from 
Washington announcing that Congress, 
after a few midnight-sessions, has sud- 
denly resolved to withdraw our ships 
from the ocean, and to export nothing 
from New York, or any other seaport; 
that it requires the merchant to disman- 
tle his ships and leave them to decay at 
the wharves ; that it calls upon two hun- 
dred thousand masters and mariners, 
who now plough the main, to seek their 
bread ashore; that it forbids even the 
fisherman to launch his chebacco-boat 
or follow his gigantic prey upon the deep; 
that it subjects the whole coastwise trade 
to onerous bonds and the surveillance of 
eustom-house officers; that it interdicts 
all exports by land to Canada, New 
Brunswick, or Mexico. 

Imagine for a moment five million 
tons of shipping detained, thousands of 
seamen reduced to want, the trades of 
the ship-builder, joiner, rigger, and sail- 
maker stopped, the masses of produce 
now seeking the coast for shipment ar- 
rested on their way by the entire ces- 
sation of demand, the banker and insur- 
er idle, the commissioners of bankrupt- 
ey, the sheriff, and the jailer busy. Im- 
agine the whole country, in the midst of 
a prosperous commerce, thus suddenly 
brought to a stand. Imagine the nay- 
igation, the produce, and the merchan- 
dise of the nation thus suddenly embar- 
goed by one great seizure, upon the plea 
that they might possibly be seized abroad, 
and some faint idea may be formed of 
the alarm, distress, and indignant feeling 
which pervaded the entire seaboard un- 
der the Embargo of 1807. At the pe- 


riod in question the distressed seamen 
and ruined merchants had no railways, 
scarcely an ordinary road to the West. 
Manufactures were almost unknown, the 
mechanic arts were undeveloped, and 
consequently the exclusion from the sea 
was felt with double force. 

Why, urged the merchant and the 
mariner, should our property perish and 
our children go supperless to bed, when 
we can insure our ships and still make 
large profits ? Would the planter recon- 
cile himself to a law which forbade him 
to harness his teams or use the hoe or 
the plough, and bade him lie down and 
die of hunger beside fruitful fields ? Does 
the Constitution of the Union, which em- 
powers Congress to regulate commerce, 
authorize its destruction ? And if' it is 
the intent of Government merely to pro- 
tect our ships abroad, why are foreign 
vessels forbidden to purchase or export 
our perishing fish and provisions ? and 
why is our property to be confiscated 
and heavy fines to be imposed, if we send 
it across the Canada line, where there is 
no risk of seizure ?— And when, in the 
progress of events, it became apparent 
that France approved of our Embargo, 
and that England, opening new marts 
for her trade and new sources of sup- 
plies in Russia, Spain, India, and Span- 
ish America, was without a rival on the 
ocean, monopolizing the trade and be- 
coming the carrier of the world, it was im- 
possible to reconcile the Eastern States 
to this general interdict. 

Many a rich man was ruined, many a 
prosperous town was utterly prostrated 
by the shock. Property, real and per- 
sonal, fell from thirty to sixty per cent. 
affecting by its fall all classes of socie- 
ty. <A spirit of hostility to the party 
in power was engendered, which outlast- 
ed the war with England, and continued 
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to glow until Monroe had adopted the 
great Federal measures of a navy, a mili- 
tary academy, and an enlarged system of 
coast-defence. 

Half a century has now elapsed since 
the signal failure of the Embargo. The 
theorists who planned it, the cabinet that 
adopted it, the politicians who blindly 
sustained it have passed from the stage. 
Angry feelings have subsided. The meas- 
ure itself has become a part of the histo- 
ry of the country ; but now that our com- 
merce has again expanded, now that our 
navigation, for at least a quarter of a.cen- 
tury, has continued to progress until it 
has outstripped that of Great Britain in 
speed, despatch, and capacity to carry, 
now that it knows no superior either in 
ancient or modern times, it is a fitting 
moment to investigate the causes and ef- 
fects of the measure which once arrested 
Its history is replete with 
lessons; and if our late President has 
failed in other particulars, he at least 
cautioned us, in his inaugural address, 
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“that our commerce and navigation are 
again exceeding the means provided for 
their defence,” and recommended * an in- 
crease of a navy now inadequate to the 
protection of our vast tonnage afloat,” 
greater than that of any other nation, 
“as well as to the defence of our extend- 
ed sea-coast.” To ascertain and appre- 
ciate the true causes of the Embargo, 
we must ascend to the origin of our com- 
merce and trace it downward. 

The Pilgrims who sought freedom in 
New England were enterprising men. 
The country in which they landed kin- 
dled a commercial spirit. Natural ports 
and havens, vast forests of pine and oak 
suitable for spars and timber, abundance 
of fish and whales, and the occasional 
failure of their crops, all invited them 
to the deep. Under the rule of Gov- 
ernor Winthrop, the shallop Blessing of 
the Bay was built at his Ten Hills farm, 
and made a voyage to Virginia. Boats, 
soon followed by sloops, engaged in the 
fisheries; brigs and ships were built for 
the trade with England. Boston became 
noted for ship-building, and Portsmouth 
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supplied the royal navy with spars. The 
fleet which took Port Royal in 1710 was 
composed principally of American ships. 
The New England volunteers who in 
1745 captured the fortress of Louisburg 
from the veteran troops of France were 
convoyed by ten American ships of war. 

As early as 1765, six hundred sail 
from Massachusetts were engaged in the 
fisheries, and many American vessels 
pursued the trade to England, Spain, 
and the West Indies. The towns of Sa- 
lem, Marblehead, and Gloucester were 
almost surrounded by fish-flakes. Fish, 
lumber, and provisions were the great 
basis of trade. Ships were built and 
laden with timber, and sold with their 
lading in English ports. Cargoes were 
made up of fish, live stock, and boards, 
for the West India Islands. ‘The returns 
were shipped to Spain and Portugal, 
and there exchanged for silk, iron, fruit, 
wines, and bills on England. Occasion- 
ally ships joined the Jamaica fleet, or 
adventured on bolder voyages to the 
French islands ; but the admiralty courts 
at Tortola and New Providence, often 
supposed to be in league with English 
admirals, repressed the spirit of adven- 
ture, and annually condemned American 
ships on the most frivolous pretences. 
The fame of American whalers had al- 
ready reached England. Burke, in his 
celebrated speech on America, alludes to 
their enterprise. “We find them,” he 
says, “in the deepest frozen recesses of 
Hudson’s Bay, and again beneath the 
frozen serpent of the South. . . . . What 
sea is not vexed by their fisheries ? what 
climate is not witness to their toils ?” 

No record is to be found of the ship- 
ping of the Colonies prior to the Revolu- 
tion, but there is reason to suppose that it 
must have exceeded two hundred thou- 
sand tons. During the Revolution the 
merchantmen went generally to decay 
or were captured. Some were equipped 
as privateers. But after seven years 
a ship is in its dotage. New vessels 
were built and armed. The models 
which figure in old pictures, with high 
sterns and bows, proved too clumsy for 
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war, and modern forms were adopted. 
At least five hundred armed vessels were 
fitted out in the commercial States, and 
among them one hundred and fifty-eight 
from the single port of Salem. Some 
of these vessels mounted twenty guns ; 
they captured large numbers of English 
vessels, aud performed feats on the ocean 
as brilliant as any upon the land. At 
the close of the war, our shipping, al- 
though it included many prizes, was un- 
doubtedly reduced; but it had changed 
its character. Our ships had improved 
in size and speed, and were manned by 
officers and seamen who had measured 
their strength with Englishmen, and ac- 
knowledged no superiors. From the 
Peace of 1783 to the Embargo of 1807, 
a period of twenty-four years, is a re- 
markable epoch in the history of Amer- 
ican navigation. 

At the close of the war, the country 
was exhausted by its long and protracted 
struggle with the colossal power of Eng- 
land. The Eastern States, which fur- 
nished most of the shipping, had made 
great sacrifices, and had contributed more 
than their share in men, money, and 
ships to the common defence. They 
were creditor States, and their means 
were locked up in “final settlements.” 
Their remaining capital was insufficient 
to equip their vessels and give them full 
cargoes. ‘The country was impoverished, 
too, by the suits of foreign creditors, to 
whom our merchants had become deeply 
indebted before the war. Under these 
circumstances, commerce was slowly re- 
sumed. For several years our exports 
did not exceed ten millions. But our 
merchants were not disheartened ; they 
gradually enlarged their trade and ex- 
tended their field of adventure ; priva- 
teers were put into the India trade, and 
entered into successful rivalry with the 
more cumbrous ships of the East India 
Companies? The new Constitution was 
adopted, the public debt funded, and du- 
ties imposed to meet the interest. The 
war-worn officer, the patriotic merchant, 
and the humble capitalist, who had relied 
on*the honor and justice of the country, 
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were paid in public stocks which found 
favor abroad. Old capital was resuscitat- 
ed and became the basis of commerce. 

In 1793 our tonnage had risen to 
488,000 tons; and in 1799 it had grown 
to 939,488 tons, and was still increasing. 
The aggressions of France in 1798 and 
1799 were met with a bold spirit and proy- 
ed of brief continuance, a proper chas- 
tisement was inflicted on the corsairs of 
Africa, the honor of the flag was main- 
tained, our commerce moved onward un- 
til the close of 1807, and by the official 
report of that year our tonnage had in- 
creased to 1,208,735 tons, or at least five 
hundred per cent. in the first twenty-four 
years after the close of the war. The 
revenue had risen to fifteen millions, and 
the official report of the Treasurer show- 
ed a balance in the Treasury of eighteen 
millions in bonds and money; it stated, 
also, that twenty-six millions of the public 
debt had been extinguished in the seven 
years preceding. Our ships, too, had be- 
come the great carriers of the deep; our 
exports for 1807 were $108,343,750, of 
which $59,622,558 were of foreign ori- 
gin; our ports, remote from the seat of 
war, had become the depots of goods; and 
our commerce, whitening the surface of 
every ocean, had begun to tempt the cu- 
pidity of contending nations. In 1807, 
the United States, in addition to its do- 
mestic produce, which went principally 
to English ports, exported of foreign 
goods, in round numbers, to 


Holland, ‘ ‘ + $14,000,000 
French ports, . “ + 13,000,000 
Spanish “ * : . 14,000,000 
Italian“ s i + 5,500,000 
Danish “ . . 2,500,000 


English and other ports, + 10,000,000 


In those prosperous days of navigation, 
during the first period of twenty-four years 
after the Peace of 1783, the merchants 
of our country were accumulating rich- 
es; but a check was given to their pros- 
perity by the Embargo, closely followed 
by acts of non-intercourse, by war, and by 
sixteen years of debility which ensued. 
In 1814, our tonnage was diminished to 
1,159,288 tons, a point actually below 
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that of 1807; and at the close of the sec- 
ond epoch of twenty-four years, in 1831, 
during which our population had doub- 
led, the tonnage remained at 1,267,846 
tons, having virtually made no progress 
in the second period of twenty-four years, 
commencing with the Embargo. 

We now enter upon the third epoch 
of equal length, from 1831 to 1855, which 
stands out in bold relief a striking con- 
trast to the gloomy period which it fol- 
lowed, and bears some resemblance to 
the epoch which preceded the Embargo, 
showing the recuperative power of a com- 
merce destined to float after the most dis- 
astrous shipwreck. 

Peace had continued down to 18381; 
the debt incurred during the war was 
at length reduced; new breeds of sheep 
were imported, and manufactures, aided 
by new inventions, were established on 
a permanent basis; our new fabrics began 
to demand more raw material; the culture 
of cotton was thus extended; railways were 
constructed; England, relaxing her com- 
mercial code, opened her marts to our 
breadstufls; the great discovery of gold 
followed. Each of these causes gave an 
impulse to navigation, and at the close 
of the third epoch of twenty-four years, 
in 1855, our tonnage had outstripped that 
of England both in amount and effective 
power, and had risen by the oflicial re- 
port to 5,212,000 tons, exhibiting a gain 
of more than three hundred per cent. 
The ratio of its advance may be infer- 
red from the following table :— 


Tonnage of ships built in 1818 55,856 
do. do. 18381 85,962 
do. do. 1832 144,539 
do. do. 1848 818,072 
do. do. 1855 588,451 


Let us contrast these three epochs we 
have named. During the first, our navi- 
gation sprang from infancy to manhood, 
surmounting all obstacles and bidding de- 
fiance to all foes. In the second, in the 
vigor of manhood, it was withdrawn by 
a mysterious and pusillanimous policy 
from the ocean. This very timidity in- 
vited aggression, seizures and war fol- 
lowed, and the growth was checked for 
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nearly the fourth of a century. In the 
third epoch it resumed its onward march, 
stimulating improvement, and thereby 
accelerating its own progress, until at 
length the offspring has surpassed the 
parent and taken the lead in naviga- 
tion. Mark the contrast: the three 
epochs were of equal length: the first 
witnessed a growth of five hundred per 
cent.; in the second there was an entire 
paralysis; in the third, renewed progress 
of more than three hundred per cent. 

What were the causes that confined 
the young giant to a Procrustean bed 
for a quarter of a century ? 

The subject has become history, and 
we can now calmly investigate it by the 
light of the past and the present. May 
not this investigation illumine the path of 
the future ? Let us examine the maritime 
policy of our nation during each period. 

At the close of the Revolution there 
was no navy, and few ships to be pro- 
tected. Our private armed vessels were 
converted into merchantmen, our solitary 
ship of the line was presented to France, 
and we had no frigates worth preserving. 

The first great effort of the country was 
to form a constitution ; the second, to pro- 
vide for the creditors who had sustained 
the nation; the third, to create a reve- 
nue to meet expenses and interest. And 
these were all successful. As commerce 
advanced, the Federal party under Wash- 
ington revived the idea of a navy, and 
on March 11th, 1794, against the oppo- 
sition of Madison, they carried a_ bill 
through Congress for the construction of 
six frigates. Under this bill, the Consti- 
tution, Constellation, and United States, 
all since identified with the fame of our 
country, were commenced, but they were 
not launched until the accession of John 
Adams in 1797. 

Washington, in his Farewell Address, 
gave the sanction of his name to a na- 
vy, as well as to the West Point Acad- 
emy, and to a system of harbor-de- 
fence. He thus marked out the great 
outlines; but the founder of the navy was 
John Adams. Nurtured among the hardy 
sons of Massachusetts, familiar with their 
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exploits upon the ocean during the war 
both in private and public service, he felt 
assured of their ability to cope with the 
Mistress of the Seas. When France seiz- 
ed our ships and undertook to involve us 
in European wars, Adams renounced her 
alliance and called for the creation of a 
navy. In his annual message in 1797, 
he spoke of “a navy as next to the mi- 
litia the natural defence of the United 
States.” _In 1798 the three frigates above- 
mentioned were finished and sent to sea, 
and soon after the Constellation captured 
the Insurgent. During the same year 
Congress voted to construct six more frig- 
ates, twelve sloops-of-war, and six small- 
er vessels, and appropriated a million for 
the frames of six ships of the line, two 
millions for timber, and fifty thousand 
dollars for two dock-yards. At the same 
time, in response to a vote of Congress 
authorizing the acceptance of additional 
ships, $711,700 were subscribed, and the 
frigates Essex, Connecticut, Merrimack, 
and other vessels, constructed and turn- 
ed over to the Government by the mer- 
chants of Salem, Newburyport, Hartford, 
and other seaports. 

To illustrate the spirit with which the 
merchants responded to the call for a 
navy, we may cite the action of the Fed- 
eral county of Essex, none of whose towns 
at that period contained over ten thou- 
sand inhabitants. This county had con- 
tributed more armed ships and men to 
the War of the Revolution than any other 
county in the Union, and was conspicuous 
for its enterprise and patriotism before 
the embargo, non-intercourse, and war 
had crushed its commerce. 

The merchants of Essex assembled and 
subscribed the funds for the frigates Es- 
sex and Merrimack, the first of which was 
built at Salem and the other at Newbury- 
port, and both of New-England oak; and 
this effort was the more remarkable, as 
they advanced the money while the Gov- 
ernment found it difficult to borrow at 
eight per cent., and these patriotic men 
afterwards took their pay in depreciated 
six per cent. stock at par. 

We have not the history of the Merri- 
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mack; but the Essex, a frigate of thirty- 
two guns, begun in April, was launched 
in September, 1799, and the best com- 
mentary upon the policy of the measure 
and upon the skill and fidelity of her 
builders is the fact that she proved the 
fastest ship in the navy, that she lasted 
thirty-eight years, namely, till 1837, that 
she cost for hull, spars, sails, and rigging, 
when ready to receive her armament and 
stores, but $75,473.59, and that under the 
gallant Porter, in the War of 1812, she 
captured the British corvette Alert, of 
twenty guns, a transport with one hun- 
dred and ninety-seven troops for Canada, 
and twenty-three other prizes, valued at 
two millions of dollars; she also broke 
up the British whale-fishing in the Pa- 
cific; and when finally captured at Val- 
paraiso by two ships of superior force, who 
would not venture within reach of her 
carronades, she fought a battle of three 
hours’ duration, which does honor to the 
country. While this frigate was building, 
so fast did the timber come in, that the 
spirited contractor, Mr. Briggs, was ob- 
liged to insert the following notice in the 
Salem paper to check the supply. 


“THE SALEM FRIGATE. 


“Through the medium of the Gazette 
the subscriber pays his acknowledgments 
to the good people of the County of Es- 
sex, for their spirited exertions in bring- 
ing down the trees of the Forest for build- 
ing the Frigate. 

“In the short space of four weeks the 
full complement of timber has been fur- 
nished. Those who have contributed to 
their country’s defence are invited to 
come forward and receive the reward 
of their patriotism. They are informed 
that with the permission of a kind Provi- 
dence who hath hitherto favored the un- 
dertaking, that 
“Next September is the time 

When we ‘II launch her from the strand, 

And our cannon load and prime 

With tribute due to Talleyrand.” 

The promise was fulfilled on Septem- 
ber 80th, 1799. The hills in the vicin- 
ity and the rocks upon the shores were 
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covered with people assembled to witness 
the launch, and the guns of the frigate 
were planted on an eminence “to speak 
aloud the joy of the occasion.” 

A correspondent of the ‘ Gazette” gave 
the following jubilant account of the af- 
fair. 

“ And Adams said, Let there be a Na- 
vy, and there was a Navy. To build a na- 
vy was the advice of our venerable sage. 
How far it has been adhered to is demon- 
strated by almost every town in the Unit- 
ed States that is capable of floating a 
Galley or Gunboat. Salem has not been 
backward in this laudable design ; im- 
pressed with a due sense of the impor- 
tance of a Navy, the patriotic citizens of 
this town put out a subscription and there- 
by obtained an equivalent for building a 
vessel of force. Among the foremost in 
this good work were Messrs. Derby & 
Gray, who set the example by subscrib- 
ing ten thousand dollars each,—but, alas, 
the former is no more ; we trust his good 
deeds follow him. Yesterday the stars 
and stripes were unfurled on board the 
Frigate Essex, and at twelve o’clock she 
made a majestic movement into her des- 
tined element, there to join her sister- 
craft in repelling foreign invasion and 
maintaining the rights and liberties of 
‘a great, free, peaceful, and independent 
Republic.’ ” 

The early reports under Adams give 
the estimated cost of a ship of the line as 
$400,000; and the first frigates actually 
cost as follows : — 


Constellation, . . ® + $814,212 
Constitution, . ° . 302,718 
United States, . ° + 299,386 
President, . . . . 220,910 
Chesapeake, . a . - 220,679 
Congress, . . 5 197,246 


Essex, with armament and stores, 139,202 


In 1799 the estimates for the navy 
were raised to four millions and a half, 
and large appropriations were continued 
in 1800. Under these appropriations 
several navy-yards were established, and 
frames of live-oak and cedar were fur- 
nished for eight ships of the line. The 
energy of the Administration produced 
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corresponding effects, convoys were pro- 
vided for our merchantmen, insurance 
fell from twenty to ten per cent., and 
France, impressed by our spirit and ar- 
mament, retired from the contest. 

At the close of 1800 the navy had 
made great progress; and the Secretary 
of the Navy, Hon. Benjamin Stoddard 
of Baltimore, proposed in 1801 an an- 
nual appropriation of one million for its 
increase. 

But in 1801 the spirited administration 
of Adams came to anend. He had fa- 
vored the payment of the national debt ; 
he had dared to anticipate the future, to 
impose taxes and provide ships; he had 
aided the formation of a military acade- 
my and advocated a system of coast-de- 
fence, and had boldly asserted our na- 
tional rights against the French Repub- 
lic; and yet he loved peace so well, that, 
against the advice and wishes of his par- 
ty and his cabinet, he sent a minister to 
France, who made an honorable treaty. 
Posterity sees little to censure in all these 
measures, for they evince the courage 
and forecast of the great Statesman of 
the Revolution ; but they were assailed 
by his opponents, and aided in effecting 
his defeat. 

Jefferson came into power as the advo- 
cate of retrenchment and reform, — cap- 
tivating terms! Under his administration 
the military academy was thrown into the 
shade, the coast-defences were forgotten, 
most of the new frigates and sloops built 
by patriotic citizens were sold, the na- 
vy reduced to ten frigates, half of which 
were suffered to decay, the frames of the 
ships of the line were used for repairs, 
and the appropriations for the increase 
of the navy were reduced to the pitiful 
sum of a quarter of a million, which was 
applied principally to gunboats. Of these 
Jefferson built no less than one hundred 
and seventy, at a cost of $10,500 each,— 
incurring for the construction and main- 
tenance of this flotilla an expense of near- 
ly three millions, without a particle of 
benefit to the country. 

We would not detract from the services 
of Jefferson. Posterity will honor him 
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as the Patriot of the Revolution, as the 
champion of the rights of man; but will 
it not trace to his policy as a statesman, 
in the cabinet of Washington, in the op- 
position to Adams, and in the office of 
President, the grave errors from which 
sprang the embargo, non-intercourse, and 
the second war with England? At the 
close of his administration in 1809, he 
claimed credit for having left eighteen 
millions in the Treasury after payment 
of twenty-six millions of the debt of the 
Revolution in less than seven years, and 
his successor, Madison, in 1812, had over 
eleven millions in funds and cash in the 
Treasury after the extinguishment of for- 
ty-nine millions of the Revolutionary debt, 
—the expenses of Government, in the 
mean time, exclusive of the debt, having 
averaged from five to seven millions only. 
But parsimony is not always economy. 

The embargo cost the nation at least 
forty millions; non-intercourse twenty 
more ; the war in three years added one 
hundred and thirteen millions to the debt, 
with at least an equal loss by the sacrifice 
of commerce and heavy drafts by taxes: 
and if the embargo, non-intercourse, and 
war can be traced to the loss of the navy, 
we find a saving of a million per annum 
in ships dearly purchased by a loss of cap- 
ital which, at compound interest, would 
exceed to-day one-third the computed 
wealth of the nation. 

Had the policy of Adams been contin- 
ued from 1800 to 1808, the annual mil- 
lion, aided by the live-oak and cedar 
frames, the three millions paid for gun- 
boats, and the frigates on hand when 
Jefferson came into power, would have 
provided or placed upon the stocks ten 
ships of the line, forty frigates, and ten 
sloops-of-war. If with the increase of 
revenue this estimate had been doubled 
in 1808, the material collected and the 
ships held back until the latter part of 
1812, the country would have been sup- 
plied with twenty sail of the line, fifty 
frigates, and thirty sloops-of-war,—a force 
which would have employed at least 
threefold its number of English ships, 
upon our coast, upon the passage, and 
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in the dock-yards. Impressment, orders 
in council, paper blockades, would have 
gone down before such a force of Amer- 
ican ships ere one-tenth of it had left 
our harbors; for England, distressed for 
men and at war with the Continent, could 
not have spared the ships required to meet 
such a navy. The reports of Jefferson 
and Madison now make it apparent, that, 
without omitting to pay one instalment 
of the debt, they could have carried out 
the policy of Adams and provided a navy 
the very aspect of which would have com- 
manded the respect and deference of the 
only foe we had occasion to dread. 

This point is most forcibly illustrated 
by the speeches of Lowndes and Cheves 
of South Carolina in Congress a few years 
later, cited by Henry Clay in 1812, in 
which they very justly say, —“If England 
should determine to station permanently 
on our coast a squadron of twelve ships 
of the line, she would require for this 
service thirty-six ships of the line, one- 
third in port repairing, one-third on the 
passage, and one-third on the station ; 
but that is a foree which it has been 
shown England, with her limited navy, 
could not spare for the American service.” 
For once, at least, two of the gifted sons 
of South Carolina sustained the views of 
Massachusetts. The War of the Revolu- 
tion and the War of 1812 have both de- 
monstrated that England can maintain 
no permanent blockade through the win- 
ter on our waters, and the largest fleet 
upon our Atlantie coast during the last 
war did not exceed twenty sail of armed 
vessels of all sizes. 

Jefferson, in his Notes on Virginia,” 
in 1785 had expressed his views on our 
maritime policy in the following terms :— 

“You ask me what I think of the ex- 
pediency of encouraging our States to 
become commercial. Were I to indulge 
my own theory, I wish them to practise 
neither commerce or navigation, but to 
stand with respect to Europe precisely 
on the footing of China.” 

We have seen the commercial policy 
of Adams illustrated by the creation of a 
navy ; we now see the anti-commercial 
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theory of Jefferson illustrated by its over- 
throw. . 

He was once tempted to concede that 
we might apply a year’s revenue to a na- 
vy, but that year he never designated. 
Perhaps, if he could have foreseen the 
unceremonious way in which a few Eng- 
lish frigates have of late years dealt with 
China, or the facility with which they 
have compelled her to pay millions for 
a drug alike pernicious to character and 
health, or the report of the treaty and 
tribute dictated from the walls of Pekin, 
—or could he have foreseen the progress 
of Lord Cochrane’s frigates up the Poto- 
mac, regardless of his gunboats, —could 
he have foreshadowed the conflagration 
of the Capitol and the exit of the Cabinet, 
—he would perhaps have attached more 
importance to a navy and found less to 
admire in the policy of China, and doubt- 
less his immediate successor would not 
have aimed a side-blow at our army and 
navy, as he did, in suggesting “that the 
fifteenth century was the unhappy epoch 
of military establishments in the time of 
peace.” 

But our country, under Jefferson and 
Madison, for twelve years adopted the 
blind policy of China. The navy was suf 
fered to decay. In 1807 but one frigate 
and five sloops-of-war were in commis- 
sion. The Federal party, however, al- 
though in a weak minority, did not tame- 
ly submit to the unhappy policy of South- 
ern statesmen; and individuals even of 
the dominant party opposed it. Among 
these, the late Justice Story, who in 1807 
represented the County of Essex in Con- 
gress, made an effort for the revival of 
the navy. But it was objected, on the part 
of the Administration, that such a force 
would be impotent against Great Britain. 
Williams, subsequently Governor of South 
Carolina, insisted, that, if we built ships, 
they would all fall into the hands of the 
British; and the capture of the Danish 
fleet at Copenhagen was instanced, — 
the fall of Genoa, Venice, and Carthage, 
notwithstanding their navies, being also 
sited. Story, with almost a prescience 
of the future, urged in its favor, —“I was 
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born among the hardy sons of the ocean, 
and I cannot doubt their courage or their 
skill; if Great Britain ever gets posses- 
sion of our present little navy, it will be 
at the expense of the best blood of the 
country, and after a struggle which will 
call for more of her strength than she 
has ever found necessary for a European 
enemy.” To which Williams replied, — 
“Tf our rights are only so to be saved, 
I would abandon the ocean.” And in 
December, 1807, the ocean was aban- 
doned,. 

No additions were made to the navy 
during the period of the embargo or non- 
intercourse, nor was a new ship sent to 
sea until after the peace; and at the 
commencement of the war, in June, 1812, 
the country had neither navy, fortifica- 
tions, nor disciplined troops. The relics 
of the Federal navy then consisted of five 
frigates and seven sloops and brigs in 
commission, and three frigates under re- 
pair, —a feeble force, indeed, with which 
to meet the Mistress of the Seas, but which 
demonstrated by its achievements what 
fifty or a hundred sail might have ac- 
complished. 

In 1812, Quincey, in the House, and 
Lloyd, in the Senate, both from Massa- 
chusetts, advocated a navy, and Clay and 
Davies, of the West, raised their voices 
in its support ; but their efforts were un- 
availing. 

James Lloyd, who combined the intel- 
ligent merchant with the statesman, thus 
addressed the Senate: —“ To make an 
impression on England, we must have a 
navy. Give us thirty swift-sailing, well- 
appointed frigates. In line-of-battle ships 
and fleet engagements, skill and experi- 
ence would decide the victory. We are 
not ripe for them; but bolt together a 
British and American frigate side by 
side, and though we should lose some- 
times, we should win as often. Give us 
this little fleet. Place your Navy De- 
partment under an able and spirited ad- 
ministration; cashier every oflicer who 
strikes his flag; and you will soon have 
a good account of your navy. This 
may be thought a hard tenure of service; 
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but, hard or easy, I will engage in five 
weeks, yes, in five days, to officer this 
fleet from New England alone. Give us 
this little fleet, and in a quarter of the 
time in which you would operate upon 
her in any other way, we would bring 
Great Britain to terms. To terms, not to 
your feet. No, Sir! Great Britain is at 
this moment the most colossal power the 
world ever saw. It is true she has an 
enormous national debt. Her daily ex- 
penditure would in six short weeks wipe 
off all we owe. But will these millstones 
sink her? will they subject her to the 
power of France ? No, Sir! let the bub- 
ble burst to-morrow,—destroy the fra- 
gile basis on which her public credit 
stands,—sponge out her national debt,— 
and, dreadful as would be the process, she 
would rise with renewed vigor from the 
fall, and present to her enemy a more 
imposing, irresistible front than ever. 
No, Sir! Great Britain cannot be sub- 
jected by France. The genius of her 
institutions, the genuine game-cock, bull- 
dog spirit of her people, will lift her 
head above the waves. From this be- 
lief I acknowledge I derive a satisfac- 


tion. In New England our blood is un- 
mixed. We are the direct descendants 


of Englishmen. We are natives of the 
soil. In the Legislature, now in session, 
of the once powerful and still respect- 
able State of Massachusetts, composed of 
more than seven hundred members, to 
my knowledge not a single foreigner holds 
a seat. As Great Britain wrongs us, I 
would fight her. Yet I should be worse 
than a barbarian, did I not rejoice that 
the sepulchres of our forefathers, which 
are in that country, shall remain un- 
sacked, and their coffins rest undisturbed, 
by the unhallowed rapacity of the Goths 
and Saracens of modern Europe. Let 
us have these thirty frigates. Powerful 
as Great Britain is, she could not block- 
ade them; with our hazardous shores and 
tempestuous northwest gales, from No- 
vember to March, all the navies in the 
world could not blockade them. Divide 
them into six squadrons; place those 
squadrons in the Northern ports, ready 
VoL. VIL. 46 
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for sea; and at favorable moments we 
would pounce upon her West India Isl- 
ands,— repeating the game of De Grasse 
and D’Estaing in ’79 and ’80. By the 
time she was ready to meet us there, we 
would be round Cape Horn, cutting up 
her whalemen. Pursued thither, we could 
skim away to the Indian Seas, and would 
give an account of her China and India 
ships very different from that of the 
French cruisers. Now we would follow 
her Quebec, and now her Jamaica con- 
voys; sometimes make our appearance 
in the chops of the Channel, and even 
sometimes wind north about into the Bal- 
tic. It would require a hundred British 
frigates to watch the movements of these 
thirty. Such are the means by which I 
would bring Great Britain to her senses. 
By harassing her commerce with this fleet, 
we could make the people ask the Goy- 
ernment why they continued to violate 
our rights; whether it were for her in- 
terest to sever the chief tie between her 
and us, by compelling us to become a 
manufacturing people (and on this head 
we could make an exhibition that would 
astonish both friends and foes); what 
she was to gain by forcing us premature- 
ly to become a naval power, destined 
one day or other to dispute with her the 
sceptre of the ocean? We could, in short, 
bring the people to ask the Government, 
For whose benefit is this war? And the 
moment this is brought about on both 
sides of the water, the business is finish- 
ed; you would only have to agree on fair 
and equal terms of peace.” 

And Daniel Webster, just entering up- 
on publie life, made one of his earliest ef- 
forts in Congress for anavy. In his char- 
acteristic manner, he urged, in 1814, — 
“If war must continue, go to the ocean; 
let it no longer be said, not one ship of 
force built by your hands since the war 
yet floats ; if you are seriously contend- 
ing for maritime rights, go to the theatre 
where alone those rights can be defend- 
ed. Thither every indication of your 
future calls you. There the united wish- 
es and exertions of the nation will go 
with you.” 
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But a Southern Cabinet still clung to 
the Chinese policy, and the war for mar- 
itime rights was confided to a raw militia 
upon the land, while Hull, Bainbridge, 
Stewart, Porter, and Barney were per- 
forming the very feats which Lloyd had 
pictured to the Senate. A vote, it is 
true, was at length passed, to build four 
ships of the line, six frigates, and six 
sloops; but none were finished before the 
close of the war; and it was not until af+ 
ter its conclusion that the Democratic 
party, so long opposed to Federal meas- 
ures, and triumphant from their very 
opposition, after a loss of at least three 
hundred millions, caused by their aban- 
donment, gave the most conclusive proof 
of their value by funding the debt, re- 
establishing the navy, reviving the Mili- 
tary Academy at West Point, fortifying 
the coast, and making a tariff for revenue 
with incidental protection. Well might 
party-strife cease under the veteran Mon- 
roe ; for Democracy had become Federal- 
ized. 

The sketch thus given of the rise and 
progress of our navigation, and of the 
origin and decline of our navy, affords 
us a commanding view of the position of 
our nation when it adopted the Chinese 
policy and withdrew from the ocean. 

Let us now glance for a moment at 
the state of Europe at the close of 1807. 
The great struggle of England and France 
was in progress. Napoleon, by his bril- 
liant exploits, had subdued Italy and Hol- 
land, established the Empire, and by the 
battles of Marengo, Jena, Austerlitz, and 
Friedland, humbled Austria, overwhelm- 
ed Prussia, and conquered a peace with 
Russia. The Continent, from the Pyr- 
ences to the Vistula, was subject to his 
sway, and he had closed it against the 
manufactures of England. This nation, 
alike victorious on the sea, had nearly 
annihilated the navy of France, captur- 
ed the fleet of Denmark, swept the French 
and Dutch ships from the ocean, and was 
now seizing the possessions of France 
and Holland in the Indies. Regardless 
of neutral rights, she had declared ev- 
ery part of the Continent, from the Pyr- 
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ences to the Elbe, in a state of block- 
ade. 

To escape impressment, or to obtain 
higher wages, many of her seamen en- 
listed in our service. Anxious to re- 
claim them and to man all her ships, she 
followed them into American vessels, and 
impressed American seamen as English- 
men, without the least respect to the rights 
of a neutral that did not assert by arms 
the dignity of its flag. 

Neither of the parties in the excite- 
ment of the great conflict was disposed 
to respect the rights of the United States, 
a neutral without an army or a fleet, and 
too timid to arm its own merchantmen ; 
and the purpose of both seemed to be 
to compel these merchantmen to contrib- 
ute to the war. England, in addition to 
her blockade, required all neutrals bound 
for the Continent to pay duties in her 
ports; and France retaliated by declaring 
all neutral ships which had paid such trib- 
ute denationalized and subject to confis- 
cation, and without a frigate on the ocean 
declared all the ports of England in a 
state of blockade. There can be no ques- 
tion now that the acts gf both parties 
were a violation of the rights of every 
neutral. 

England, in her sober moments, has 
tacitly relinquished her claim to impress 
beneath the American flag; paper block- 
ades and the right of search are no lon- 
ger recognized in the maritime code of 
either England or France ; and there can 
be no doubt that our country could, at a 
later period, have made reclamation on 
England for seizures, as she has done 
upon France, Naples, and Denmark ; but 
the policy of our rulers had left us des- 
titute of means either of offence or de- 
fence, and of the power to resent any in- 
dignity. Three courses were open to us. 
The first was to devote the funds in the 
Treasury at once to the creation of a na- 
vy; to commence ten or twelve ships of 
the line in our dock-yards, and twenty 
frigates in the ship-yards of Boston, Sa- 
lem, Portsmouth, New York, and Phila- 
delphia; to build them as the Constitution 
and Constellation were built before ; and 
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to appeal to the merchants who built the 
Essex and Connecticut to build more, and 
to take their pay in certificates of stock. 
In one twelvemonth a navy might have 
been created; and the note of prepara- 
tion sounded by a nation enriched by the 
peaceful commerce of a quarter of a cen- 
tury, and now refreshed for a new strug- 
gle, would have been most influential with 
the conflicting powers. 

Another course was open to us. More 
than two-thirds of our commerce was 
with English ports, or ports remote from 
France; for England, Spain, Sweden, 
Norway, Russia, the Indies were open 
to our commerce. The premium of in- 
surance against French capture was but 
five per cent. on ships bound to those 
ports; for seareely a French privateer 
dared show itself on the ocean. 

Our nation had cause of war with 
France, for France was at war with com- 
merce and had invaded her rights; and 
our little navy, small as it was, and our 
merchantmen, if allowed to arm, might 
have bid defiance to France. England, 
then, would have respected our rights as 
allies; or, as our commerce was lucrative 
and paid profits that would cover an oc- 
casional seizure, we might have put our 
merchants on their guard, allowed them 
to arm their ships, and have temporized 
until the conflicting powers of the Old 
World had exhausted their strength, and 
we had grown strong enough to demand 
reparation. 

We owned at this period from eight to 
ten thousand vessels, and built annually 
nearly a thousand more. All the ships 
seized from 1800 to 1812 did not average 
one hundred and fifty yearly, of which 
more than one-third were released, and 
indemnity finally paid for half the resi- 
due: thus, there were 917 seized by 
England, more than half released ; 558 
seized by France, one-fourth released ; 
70 seized by Denmark; 47 seized by Na- 
ples; and more property was detained 
by France than England. But the sym- 
pathies of our Cabinet were with Napo- 
leon ; a moment had arrived when he had 
determined to reverse the laws of trade 
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and excludé@ the exports of England from 
the Continent; and our rulers, regardless 
of our own commerce, determined to with- 
hold all our produce, to cut off the raw 
material from England at the moment she 
had lost the sale of her exports, and by 
this combined process to bring her to 
submission. They forgot, for the moment, 
how impossible it is to reverse the great 
laws of trade; that we thus gratuitously 
resigned to her the commerce of the 
globe; that China, the Indies, with their 
inexhaustible supplies, Spain, Sweden, 
Norway, Russia, and Africa, were open 
to her ships and might fill the vacuum. 
The hazardous experiment was made. 
Let us trace the progress of events. 

May 16, 1806, England passed her Or- 
ders in Council, declaring the ports and 
rivers from Brest to the Elbe in a state 
of blockade. November 21, 1806, Napo- 
leon issued his Berlin Deeree, declaring 
the British ports blockaded. January 6, 
1807, England prohibited all coastwise 
trade with France, and November 11, 
1807, prohibited all neutrals from trad- 
ing with France or her allies, except on 
payment of duties to England. Decem- 
ber 17, 1807, Napoleon issued his Mi- 
lan Decree, confiscating all neutral ves- 
sels that had been searched by English 
cruisers, or had paid duties to England. 
December 16, 1807, the day preceding 
the date of the Milan Decree, President 
Jefferson submitted to Congress the Em- 
bargo. The Democratic party was then 
all-powerful, and the measure, after being 
debated for a few days and nights in the 
House, and a few hours in the Senate 
with closed doors, was adopted. ‘This 
gratuitous surrender to England of the 
commerce of the world, this measure 
whose objects were veiled in mystery, 
conjectured, but not understood, became 
a law December 22, 1807. 

A leader of the Democratic party, in 
urging its passage, said,—‘ The President 
has recommended the measure on his 
high responsibility. I would not con- 
sider, I would not deliberate, I would 
act; doubtless the President possesses such 
further information as would justify such 
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ameasure.” And the pliant majority ac- 
quiesced. 

After the passage of the Embargo Act, 
other acts were speedily passed to give it 
efficacy. By these, forfeitures of threefold 
the value of merchandise were imposed 
on those who violated its provisions, ves- 
sels were obliged to give heavy bonds to 
land their cargoes in the United States, 
and all shipments to frontier posts were 
prohibited. Under these acts the ship- 
ment of flour coastwise was forbidden, 
except upon permits issued at the pleas- 
ure of the President, upon the requisition 
of Governors of States, most of whom 
were members of the dominant party. 
And last of all came the Enforcing Act, 
under the provisions of which the col- 
lectors were armed with power to call 
out the militia at their discretion and 
upon suspicion of an intent to violate 
the law, to require vessels that had giv- 
en bonds to discharge their cargoes, and 
to detain every suspected vessel engaged 
in the coasting-trade. These measures did 
not pass without opposition. Although the 
minority was weak in numbers, it was not 
deficient in talent. 

In the House, Josiah Quincy of Mas- 
sachusetts, at that period the great com- 
mercial State, was the Federal leader ; 
and he now, after the lapse of half a 
century, still survives in a green old age 
to see his policy vindicated by the ver- 
dict of history. 

Quincy, in various speeches, urged up- 
on Congress, — 

“You undertake to protect better the 
property of the merchant than his own 
sense of personal interest would induce 
him to protect it. 

“ Suppose the embargo passes; will 
France forego a policy designed to crush 
Great Britain and secure her way to 
universal empire, or England a policy 
essential to her national existence? It 
is all very well to talk of the patriot- 
ism and quiet submission of the people 
of the interior; they cannot help sub- 
mitting, they will have no opportunity 
to break the embargo. But they whose 
ships lie on the edge of the ocean laden 
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with produce, with the alternative before 
them of total ruin or a rich market, are 
in a totally different condition.” 

Again said Quincy, — 

“Never before did society witness a 
total prohibition of all imtercourse like 
this in a commercial nation. But it has 
been asked in debate, ‘ Will not Massa- 
chusetts, the Cradle of Liberty, submit to 
such privations?? An Embargo Liber- 
ty was never cradled in Massachusetts. 
Our Liberty was not so much a mountain- 
nymph as asea-nymph. She was free as 
air. She could swim, or she could run. 
The ocean was her cradle. Our fathers 
met her as she came, like the Goddess of 
Beauty, from the waves. They caught 
her as she was sporting on the beach. 
They courted her while she was spread- 
ing her nets upon the rocks. But an 
Embargo Liberty, a handcuffed Liberty, 
Liberty in fetters, a Liberty traversing 
between the four sides of a prison and 
beating her head against the walls, is 
none of our offspring. We abjure the 
monster! Its parentage is all inland. 

“Ts embargo independence? Deceive 
not yourselves ! it is palpable submission ! 
France and Great Britain require you to 
relinquish a part of your commerce, and 
you relinquish it entirely! At every cor- 
ner of this great city we meet some gen- 
tlemen of the majority wringing their 
hands and exclaiming, ‘ What shall we 
do? nothing but an embargo will save 
us; remoye it, and what shall we do?’ 
Sir, it is not for me, an humble and un- 
influential individual, at an awful dis- 
tance from the predominant influences, 
to suggest plans for Government. But, 
to my eye, the path of duty is as distinct 
as the Milky Way,—all studded with 
living sapphires, glowing with light. It 
is the path of active preparation, of dig- 
nified energy. It is the path of 1776. 
It consists not in abandoning our rights, 
but in supporting them as they exist and 
where they exist, —on the ocean as well 
as on the land.” 

Troup of Georgia, one of the cham- 
pions of the Democratic party, replied to 
the Opposition,—“ Shall we sacrifice the 
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honor and independence of the nation 
for a little trade in codfish and potash ? 
Permission to arm is equivalent to a dec- 
laration of war; make the embargo effec- 
tive, and it will show what all the great 
commercial politicians haye said is true, 
—it will vitally affect the manufacturing 
and commercial interests of England.” 

As one coercive measure after another 
was proposed, John Randolph of Roan- 
oke, who had at first favored an embar- 
go, came out against the measure, and 
“warned the Administration that they 
were fast following in the fatal footsteps 
of Lord North.” 

But one of the most effective speeches 
against the Democratic policy was made 
in February, 1809, by Gardinier, who 
represented New York, a city the crea- 
tion of commerce. 

“ The avowed object of this policy,” he 
said, “ was to save our vessels and prop- 
erty from capture; the real one seemed 
to be to establish a total non-intercourse 
with the whole world. We are engaged 
perpetually in making additions and sup- 
plements to the embargo. Wherever we 
can spy a hole, although it be no bigger 
than a wheat-straw, at which industry 
and enterprise can find vent, all our 
powers are called in requisition to stop 
it. The people of the country shall sell 
nothing but what-they can sell to each 
other. All our surplus produce shall 
rot on our hands. God knows what 
all this means; I cannot understand it. 
I see effects, but I can trace them to no 
cause. I fear there is an unknown hand 
guiding us to the most dreadful destinies, 
unseen, because it cannot endure the light. 
Darkness and mystery overshadow the 
House and the whole nation. We know 
nothing, we are permitted to know noth- 
ing. We sit here as mere automata.” 

This speech nearly cost Gardinier his 
life, for he was in consequence of it chal- 
lenged and dangerously wounded; but 
the embargo was permitted to continue. 

The produce of the country fell sixty 
to seventy per cent. in value, and much 
of it passed at low prices into the hands 
of British agents. Armed ships from 
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England appeared on the coast of Geor- 
gia and loaded with cotton from lighters 
in defiance of Government, and Northern 
ships in the outports occasionally eluded 
the vigilance of collectors or escaped by 
their collusion; but the measure pressed 
with a crushing weight upon the honest 
merchants and ship-owners. 

When news of the Enforcing Act reach 
ed Boston, it was received with such in- 
dignation, that General Lincoln, the col- 
lector of the port, resigned, and the flags 
of the dismantled ships were hoisted at 
half-mast, processions of starving sailors 
and mechanics passed through the streets, 
and the whole community was highly ex- 
cited; an excitement increased by an or- 
der from the Cabinet to the commandant 
of the fort to allow no vessel whatever 
to proceed to sea. 

But the end of Jefferson’s administra- 
tion was approaching. He had come in 
as the advocate of popular rights; and 
now at the close of his term was enfor- 
cing measures more arbitrary than those 
which preceded the Revolution. Madi- 
son was nominated as his successor. All 
New England, save the inland State of 
Vermont, was revolutionized and voted 
against him, while Maryland and New 
York chose Federal Assemblies. . The 
South, however, gave him its votes, and 
he was elected; but the tide of public 
opinion wa# rolling strongly against the 
Embargo. 

The new legislature of Massachusetts 
was convened; Governor Gore, who had 
displaced Gerry, drew their attention to 
the arbitrary and oppressive measures of 
Government; and the General Court, in 
their reply, after denouncing those meas- 
ures as illégal and unconstitutional, used 
the memorable words, that “they would 
be true to the Union, although they had 
fallen under the ban of the Empire.” 

The merchants determined to test the 
legality of the Enforcing Act; but John 
Quincy Adams and Joseph Story repair- 
ed to Washington, and urged the neces- 
sity of a repeal. Their representations, 
and the signal defeat of the Democracy 
at the North, proved irresistible; and the 
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Embargo, after a protracted struggle, fell 
before them. 

From this glance at the history of the 
Embargo we can account for the asper- 
ity of feeling towards the Democratic 
leaders, and the distrust of their meas- 
ures and men, which pervaded New Eng- 
land from the passage of the Embargo Act 
until the close of the war. 

New England, and more especially 
Massachusetts, commercial from its in- 
fancy, did not come into tle Union to 
surrender its commerce, navigation, or 
seamen to any visionary theories of the 
South. For nearly two centuries it had 
struggled for all its liberties with the par- 
ent empire. It had learned in the cruel 
school of oppression that the price of free- 
dom is perpetual vigilance. 

Fifteen months had now elapsed since 
the laying of the embargo, and it had 
more than realized all the presages of its 
opponents. Our minister, Armstrong, had 
written from France, that it had produced 
no effect in France and was forgotten in 
England. Pinckney, in England, did all 
in his power to save the Administration, 
by offering to end the embargo, if Eng- 
land would relax her policy ; but Canning 
replied, that England had no complaints 
to make, that Spain and Russia had been 

- opened to her, and the measure would 
serve to convince her that she was not 
absolutely dependent on tHe trade of 
America; with cutting irony, he added, 
he would make but one concession to 
America: she had complained that Eng- 
land drew a tribute from her merchan- 
dise, when shipped to the Continent; he 
would, out of deference to American del- 
icacy, substitute a total prohibition. He 
had the tact, also, to draw from Pinck- 
ney a letter offering to concede many of 
the points in dispute, and published it 
with an insolent commentary. 

Jefferson still clung to the embargo; 
but Madison and his friends, deferring to 
the reasons of Story and Adams, and 
yielding to the adverse current now set- 
ting strongly against Democracy, March 9, 
1809, repealed the obnoxious act. Such 
was the end and signal failure of a meas- 
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ure alike disastrous at home and abroad, 
a measure which had falsified all the pre- 
dictions of its author. Its avowed object 
was to secure our seamen from impress- 
ment, to protect our commerce, and pre- 
serve our ships; its presumed object was 
to codperate with France, and starve 
England into submission: but none of 
these objects were effected. Instead of 
rescuing our seamen, it imprisoned them 
all at home, and deprived them of the 
food which they found even in the pris- 
ons of the enemy. Instead of protecting 
our commerce, it tamely resigned it to 
England, and either left our exports to 
perish or reduced their value sixty per 
cent. It seized all our ships at home, 
and left most of them to decay, without 
giving the sufferer the claim to ultimate 
redress which consoled him in cases of | 
foreign seizure. It aided France so lit- 
tle, that this “ deed of magnanimity ” was 
in a few months forgotten. Instead of 
impoverishing or humbling England, it 
poured into her lap the riches of the world, 
and increased the insolence of her tone ; 
while it impoverished our own nation, 
broke the spirit of the commercial class- 
es and alienated them from Government, 
and gave the first of a series of blows to 
the nation from which it did not recover 
for a quarter of a century. : 

But the pusillanimous policy which 
prompted the embargo survived its re- 
peal. The Chinese theory still showed 
itself, not in measures for defence, but in 
impotent measures for restriction or pro- 
hibition, and finally in a declaration of 
war against England on the very eve of 
her triumph by the power of her navy 
and commerce over the greatest captain 
of the age: a war declared by our rul- 
ers without an army, navy, officers, coast- 
defence, or national credit, for the avow- 
ed purpose of securing free trade and 
sailors’ rights by measures which the mer- 
cantile community rejected. In its prog- 
ress, the want of discipline, forts, ships, 
munitions of war, credit abroad, and fru- 
gality at home, was most severcly felt; 
and the principal honor derived from it 
arose from the exploits of the few frigates 
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left to us by improvidence and parsimony, 
from the achievements of the Northern 
troops of Scott, Brown, and Miller, disci- 
plined during the war, and the courage 
and sagacity of the veteran Jackson and 
his Western volunteers behind their cot- 
ton ramparts at New Orleans. 

If, during the seven years of trial and 
suffering, from 1808 to 1815, in which 
nearly one-half of the wealth of New Eng- 
land was extinguished, her citizens be- 
came indignant at the wanton sacrifice 
of their means and of the best opportuni- 
ty Fortune ever gave them to gain rich- 
es by commerce, — if the public sentiment 
found expression alike through the press, 
in town-meetings, in legislative halls, and 
even in the pulpit, —if the capitalists lost 
confidence in a government which trifled 
with its own resources, —if the merchant 
refused all countenance to those who 
had wrought his ruin, —let the blame 
fall on the originators of the evil. Lord 
North did but impose a few light taxes, 
place a few restrictions upon commerce, 
and make a few other,inroads on free- 
dom; but he set a nation in flames. The 
Cabinets of 1807 and 1812 warred against 
commerce itself, and placed an interdict 
on every harbor; and which of the meas- 
ures of the British statesman was more 
arbitrary in its character, more repugnant 
to the spirit of freemen, or more ques- 
tionable as to its legality, than the En- 
forcing Act of 1808? And if the men of 
New England, who had in their colonial 
weakness met both France and England 
by sea and land without a fear, saw the 
fruits of their industry sacrificed and the 
bread taken from their children’s mouths 
by the Chinese policy of a Southern eab- 
inet, might they not well chafe under 
measures so oppressive and so unneces- 
sary that they were ingloriously abandon- 
ed? Under a dynasty whose policy had 
closed their ports, silenced their cannon, 
nearly ruined their commerce, and left 
their country without a navy, army, coast- 
defences, or national credit, could they 
be expected to rush with ardor into a 
war with the greatest naval power of the 
age, elated with her triumph over Napo- 
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leon, —into a war to be prosecuted on 
land by raw recruits against the veteran 
troops of England, for the avowed pur- 
pose of protecting the commerce of those 
who opposed it, and in which munitions 
of war were to be dragged at their ex- 
pense across pathless forests,—into a war 
whose burdens were to fall either in pres- 
ent or prospective charges upon their 
surviving trade? Must they not have 
deeply felt that they were still under 
“the ban of the Empire”? and is it not 
proof of the extent of their patriotism 
and intense loye of country, that under 
such trials and adverse policy they were 
still “true to the Union” ? 

If Canada were desired, how easily 
might it have begn acquired by a wiser 
policy! A small loan to the State of 
New York, from surplus funds, might 
have opened the Erie and Champlain 
Canals twenty years in advance of their 
completion. A little aid to men of ge- 
nius might have placed Fulton’s steam- 
ers, then navigating the Hudson, on the 
Lakes. 

A dozen frigates to cruise in the Gulf 
of St. Lawrence would have cut off sup- 
plies from England. The attractions of 
a new outlet for commerce, aided by a 
few disciplined regiments, the command 
of the Lakes, facilities for moving muni- 
tions of war and for intercepting supplies, 
would have settled the question in ad- 
vance. And instead of a series of meas- 
ures which embittered parties, created 
a jealousy between North and South, 
called into the field one hundred and 
twenty thousand raw militia, and absorb- 
ed in wasteful expenses nearly half our 
resources, we should have reaped a gold- 
en harvest in commerce, preserved our 
wealth, and have either avoided war, or 
terminated it in the same style in which 
the Constitution, Constellation, and Unit- 
ed States terminated their conflicts on 
the deep, or as France and England ter- 
minated their recent war with Russia, 
arresting their foe in his march of con- 
quest, closing his ports, destroying his 
fleet, seamen,.and chief military station, 
and nearly exhausting his resources, — 
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and drawing the means of war from com- 
merce, have at the same time expanded 
our commerce, cities, and wealth to a de- 
gree unparalleled in our history. 

The past, however, is gone, and the fu- 
ture is before us. England, conscious of 
her naval power, of her vast steam-ma- 
rine, and of our deficiencies, has not acced- 
ed to our proposal to exempt merchant- 
men from seizure in future wars. Is it 
not now our policy to provide in advance 
for the contingencies of the future,— to 
obtain the live-oak and cedar frames, the 
engines, boilers, Paixhan guns for at least 
one hundred steam-frigates, with coats of 
mail for some of them,— so that, instead 
of spending years in their construction, 
launching them when the war is over, and 
then leaving them to decay, we may, as 
the crisis approaches, be able in a few 
months to fit out a fleet which, if not ir- 
resistible, shall at least command respect ? 
Accomplished officers and men can be 
drawn from the merchant-service at short 
notice ; but we cannot create steamers in 
a moment. 

The appropriations by Congress of late 
years for steam-frigates and sloops-of- 
war, and for the defence of New York, 
New Bedford, Portland, Bath, and Ban- 
gor, — for Bath, in particular, which owns 
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nearly two hundred thousand tons of ship- 
ping, and which builds more ships annu- 
ally than any other port in the Union, 
Boston excepted, —are most judicious ; 
but are there not other points which 
deserve the attention of Government ? 
Should not a few thousand rifled cannon, 
a good supply of rifles, and a proportion+ 
ate amount of powder and ball be de- 
posited near San Francisco, to enable us, 
in case of war, to convert our clipper 
ships and steamers in the Pacifie into 
cruisers ? Should not batteries of Paix- 
han guns be erected at the outlet of 
Long Island Sound, upon Gull and Fish- 
er’s Islands and the opposite points, to 
convert the whole Sound above into a 
fortified harbor, and thus defend New 
York and the important seaports upon 
the Sound, and by these fortresses and a 
few coast-batteries between Stonington 
and Newport, like those on the coast of 
France, keep open during war an inland 
navigation for coal and flour between the 
Chesapeake and Delaware Bays, Penn- 
sylvania, New York, Connecticut, Rhode 
Island, and Massachusetts ? Should not 
these and similar questions of national 
defence, in these days of extended com- 
merce, command the attention of the na- 
tion ? 


DENMARK VESEY. . 


On Saturday afternoon, May 25th, 
1822, a slave named Devany, belonging 
to Colonel Prioleau of Charleston, South 
Carolina, was sent to market by his mis- 
tress, —the Colonel being absent in the 
country. After doing his errands, he 
strolled down upon the wharves, in the 
enjoyment of that magnificent wealth of 
leisure which usually characterizes the 
“ house-servant” of the South, when once 
beyond hail of the street-door. He pres- 
ently noticed a small vessel lying in the 
stream, with a peculiar flag flying; and 


while looking at it, he was accosted by a 
slave named William, belonging to Mr. 
John Paul, who remarked to him, — “I 
have often seen a flag with the number 
76, but never one with the number 96 
upon it before.” After some further con- 
versation on this trifling point, he con- 
tinued with earnestness, —‘“* Do you know 
that something serious is about to take 
place?” Devany disclaiming the knowl- 
edge of any graver impending crisis than 
the family dinner, the other went on to 
inform him that many of the slaves were 
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“determined to right themselves.” “We 
are determined,” he added, “to shake 
off our bondage, and for that purpose we 
stand on a good foundation; many have 
joined, and if you will go with me, I will 
show you the man who has the list of 
names, and who will take yours down.” 
This startling disclosure was quite too 
much for Devany; he was made of the 
wrong material for so daring a project; 
his genius was culinary, not revolution- 
ary. Giving some excuse for breaking 
off the conversation, he went forthwith 
to consult a free colored man, named 
Pensil or Pencell, who advised him to 
warn his master instantly. So he lost 
no time in telling the secret to his mis- 
tress and her young son; and on the 
return of Colonel Prioleau from the coun- 
try, five days afterward, it was at once 
revealed to him. Within an hour or two 
he stated the facts to Mr. Hamilton, the 
Intendant, or, as we should say, May- 
or; Mr. Hamilton at once summoned the 
Corporation, and by five o’clock Devany 
and William were under examination. 
This was the first warning of a plot 
which ultimately filled Charleston with 
terror. And yet so thorough and so se- 
eret was the organization of the negroes, 
that a fortnight passed without yielding 
the slightest information beyond the very 
little which was obtained from these two. 
William Paul was, indeed, put in confine- 
ment and soon gave evidence inculpat- 
ing two slaves as his employers, — Mingo 
Harth and Peter Poyas. But these men, 
when arrested, behaved with such perfect 
coolness and treated the charge with such 
entire levity, their trunks and premises, 
when searched, were so innocent of all 
alarming contents, that they were soon 
discharged by the Wardens. William 
Paul at length became alarmed for his 
own safety, and began to let out further 
facts piecemeal, and to inculpate other 
men. But some of those very men came 
voluntarily to the Intendant, on hearing 
that they were suspected, and indignant- 
ly offered themselves for examination. 
Puzzled and bewildered, the municipal 
government kept the thing as secret as 
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possible, placed the city guard in an effi- 
cient condition, provided sixteen hundred 
rounds of ball cartridges, and ordered the 
sentinels and patrols to be armed with 
loaded muskets. “Such had been our 
fancied security, that the guard had pre- 
viously gone on duty without muskets 
and with only sheathed bayonets and 
bludgeons.” 

It has since been asserted, though per- 
haps on questionable authority, that the 
Seeretary of War was informed of the 
plot, even including some details of the 
plan and the leader’s name, before it was 
known in Charleston. If so, he utterly 
disregarded it; and, indeed, so well did 
the negroes play their part, that the whole 
report was eventually disbelieved, while 
(as was afterwards proved) they went on 
to complete their secret organization, and 
hastened by a fortnight the appointed day 
of attack. Unfortunately for their plans, 
however, another betrayal took place at 
the very last moment, from a different 
direction. A class-leader in a Methodist 
church had been persuaded or bribed by 
his master to procure further disclosures. 
He at length came and siated, that, about 
three months before, aman named Rolla, 
slave of Governor Bennett, had commu- 
nicated to a friend of his the fact of an 
intended insurrection, and had said that 
the time fixed for the outbreak was the 
following Sunday night, June 16th. As 
this conversation took place on Friday, 
it gave but a very short time for the city 
authorities to act, especially as they wish- 
ed neither to endanger the city nor to 
alarm it. 

Yet so cautiously was the game played 
on both sides, that the whole thing was 
still kept hushed up from the Charleston 
public; and some members of the city 
government did not fully appreciate their 
danger till they had passed it., “ The 
whole was concealed,” wrote the Gover- 
nor afterwards, “until the time came; 
but secret preparations were made. Sat- 
urday night and Sunday morning passed 
without demonstrations ; doubts were ex- 
cited, and counter orders issued for dimin- 
ishing the guard.” It afterwards proved 
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that these preparations showed to the 
slaves that their plot was betrayed, and 
so saved the city without public alarm. 
Newspaper correspondence soon was full 
of the story,—each informant of course 
hinting plainly that he had been behind 
the scenes all along, and had withheld it 
only to gratify the authorities in their pol- 
icy of silence. It was “now no longer a 
secret,” they wrote,—adding, that for five 
or six weeks but little attention had been 
paid by the community to these rumors, 
the city council having kept it carefully 
to themselves, until a number of suspi- 
cious slaves had been arrested. This re- 
fers to ten prisoners who were seized on 
June 18th,—an arrest which killed the 
plot, and left only the terrors of what 
might have been. The investigation, thus 
publicly commenced, soon revealed a free 
colored man named Denmark Vesey as 
the leader of the enterprise, — among his 
chief coadjutors being that innocent Pe- 
ter and that unsuspecting Mingo who had 
been examined and discharged nearly 
three weeks before. 

It is matter of demonstration, that, but 
for the military preparations on the ap- 
pointed Sunday night, the attempt would 
have been made. The ringleaders had 
actually met for their final arrangements, 
when, by comparing notes, they found 
themselves foiled; and within another 
week they were prisoners on trial. Nev- 
ertheless, the plot which they had laid 
was the most elaborate insurrectionary 
project ever formed by American slaves, 
and came the nearest to a terrible suc- 
cess. In boldness of conception and thor- 
oughness of organization there has been 
nothing to compare with it, and it is 
worth while to dwell somewhat upon its 
details, first introducing the Dramatis Per- 
sone. 

Denmark Vesey had come very near 
figuring as a revolutionist in Hayti, in- 
stead of South Carolina. Captain Vesey, 
an old resident of Charleston, command- 
ed a ship that traded between St. Thomas 
and Cape Frangais, during our Revolu- 
tionary War, in the slave-transportation 
line. In the year 1781 he took on board 
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a cargo of three hundred and ninety 
slaves, and sailed for the Cape. On the 
passage, he and his officers were much 
attracted by the beauty and intelligence 
of a boy of fourteen, whom they unani- 
mously adopted into the cabin as a_pet. 
They gave him new clothes and a new 
name, Télémaque, which was afterwards 
gradually corrupted into Telmak and 
Denmark. They amused themselves with 
him until their arrival at Cape Francais, 
and then, “having no use for the boy,” 
sold their pet as if he had been a macaw 
or a monkey. Captain Vesey sailed for 
St. Thomas, and presently making an- 
other trip to Cape Frangais, was surpris- 
ed to hear from his consignee that Télé- 
maque would be returned on his hands 
as being “ unsound,”— not in theology 
nor in morals, but in body,— subject to 
epileptic fits, in fact. According to the 
custom of that place, the boy was .ex~ 
amined by the city physician, who re- 
quired Captain Vesey to take him back ; 
and Denmark served him faithfully, with 
no trouble from epilepsy, for twenty years, 
travelling all over the world with him, and 
learning to speak various languages. In 
1800, he drew a prize of fifteen hundred 
dollars in the East Bay Street Lottery, 
with which he bought his freedom from 
his master for six hundred dollars, — 
much less than his market value. From 
that time, the official report says, he work- 
ed as a carpenter in Charleston, distin- 
guished for physical strength and energy. 
“ Among those of his color he was looked 
up to with awe and respect. His temper 
was impetuous and domineering in the 
extreme, qualifying him for the despotic 
rule of which he was ambitious. All his 
passions were ungovernable and savage ; 
and to his numerous wives and children 
he displayed the haughty and capricious 
cruelty of an Eastern bashaw.” 

“For several years before he disclos- 
ed his intentions to any one, he appears 
to have been constantly and assiduously 
engaged in endeavoring to embitter the 
minds of the colored population against 
the white. He rendered himself perfect- 
ly familiar with all those parts of the 
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Scriptures which he thought he could 
pervert to his purpose; and would readi- 
ly quote them, to prove that slavery was 
contrary to the laws of God, — that slaves 
were bound to attempt their emancipa- 
tion, however shocking and bloody might 
be the consequences, — and that such ef 
forts would not only be pleasing to the 
Almighty, but were absolutely enjoined 
and their success predicted in the Scrip- 
tures. His favorite texts, when he ad- 
dressed those of his own color, were 
Zechariah, xiv. 1-3, and Joshua, vi. 21; 
and in all his conversations he identified 
their situation with that of the Israelites. 
The number of inflammatory pamphlets 
on slavery brought into Charleston from 
some of our sister States within the last 
four years, (and once from Sierra Leone,) 
and distributed amongst the colored pop- 
ulation of the city, for which there was a 
great facility, in consequence of the un- 
restricted intercourse allowed to persons 
of color between the different States in 
the Union, and the speeches in Con- 
gress of those opposed to the admission 
of Missouri into the Union, perhaps gar- 
bled and misrepresented, furnished him 
with ample means for inflaming the 
minds of the colored population of this 
State; and by distorting certain parts of 
those speeches, or selecting from them 
particular passages, he persuaded but too 
many that Congress had actually declar- 
ed them free, and that they were held in 
bondage contrary to the laws of the land. 
Even whilst walking through the streets 
in company with another, he was not idle ; 
for if his companion bowed to a white per- 
son, he would rebuke him, and observe 
that all men were born equal, and that 
he was surprised that any one would de- 
grade himself by such conduct, — that he 
would never cringe to the whites, nor 
ought any one who had the feelings of a 
man. When answered,‘ We are slaves,’ 
he would sarcastically and indignantly re- 
ply, ‘ You deserve to remain slaves’; and 
if he were further asked, ‘What can we 
do?’ he would remark, ‘Go and buy a 
spelling-book and read the fable of Her- 
cules and the Wagoner, which he would 
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then repeat, and apply it to their situa- 
tion. He also sought every opportunity 
of entering into conversation with white 
persons, when they could be overheard 
by negroes near by, especially in grog- 
shops,— during which conversation he 
would artfully introduce some bold re- 
mark on slavery; and sometimes, when, 
from the character he was conversing 
with, he found he might be still bolder, 
he would go so far, that, had not his dec- 
larations in such situations been clearly 
proved, they would scarcely have been 
credited. He continued this course un- 
til some time after the commencement of 
the last winter; by which time he had 
not only obtained incredible influence 
amongst persons of color, but many feared 
him more than their owners, and, one of 
them declared, even more than his God.” 

It was proved against him that his 
house had been the principal place of 
meeting for the conspirators, that all the 
others habitually referred to him as the 
leader, and that he had shown great ad- 
dress in dealing with different tempera- 
ments and overcoming a variety of scru- 
ples. One witness testified that Vesey 
had read to him from the Bible about the 
deliverance of the Children of Israel; an- 
other, that he had read to him a speech 
which had been delivered “in Congress 
by a Mr. King” on the subject of slay- 
ery, and Vesey had said that “this Mr. 
King was the black man’s friend, — that 
he, Mr. King, had declared he would con- 
tinue to speak, write, and publish pam- 
phlets against slavery the longest day he 
lived, until the Southern States consent- 
ed to emancipate their slaves, for that 
slavery was a great disgrace to the coun- 
try.” But among all the reports there 
are only two sentences which really re- 
veal the secret soul of Denmark Vesey, 
and show his impulses and motives. “ He 
said he did not go with Creighton to Afri- 
ea, because he had not a will; he wanted 
to stay and see what he could do for his 
fellow-creatures.” The other takes us 
still nearer home. Monday Gell stated 
in his confession, that Vesey, on first 
broaching the plan to him, said “he was 
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satisfied with his own condition, being 
free, but, as all his children were slaves, 
he wished to see what could be done for 
them.” 

It is strange to turn from this simple 
statement of a perhaps intelligent prefer- 
ence, on the part of a parent, for seeing 
his offspring in a condition of freedom, 
to the naive astonishment of his judges. 
“ Tt is difficult to imagine,” says the sen- 
tence finally passed on Denmark Vesey, 
“what infatuation could have prompted 
you to attempt an enterprise so wild and 
visionary. You were a free man, com- 
paratively wealthy, and enjoyed every 
comfort compatible with your situation. 
You had, therefore, much to risk and lit- 
tle to gain.” Is slavery, then, a thing so 
intrinsically detestable, that a man thus 
favored will engage in a plan thus des- 
perate merely to rescue his children from 
it? “ Vesey said the negroes were liv- 
ing such an abominable life, they ought 
to rise. I said, I was living well; he said, 
though I was, others were not, and that 
*t was such fools as I that were in the way 
and would not help them, and that after 
all things were well he would mark me.” 
“ Tis general conversation,” said another 
witness, a white boy, ‘ was about religion, 
which he would apply to slavery; as, for 
instance, he would speak of the creation 
of the world, in which he would say all 
men had equal rights, blacks as well as 
whites, etc. ; all his religious remarks were 
mingled with slavery.” And the firmness 
of this purpose did not leave him, even 
after the betrayal of his cherished plans. 
“ After the plot was discovered,” said 
Monday Gell, in his confession, “ Vesey 
said it was all over, unless an attempt 
were made to rescue those who might be 
condemned, by rushing on the people 
and saving the prisoners, or all dying to- 
gether.” 

The only person to divide with Vesey 
the claim of leadership was Peter Poyas. 
Vesey was the missionary of the cause, 
but Peter was the organizing mind. He 
kept the register of “candidates,” and 
decided who should or should not be en- 
rolled. “ We can’t live so,” he often re- 
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minded his confederates; “ we must break 
the yoke.” “God has a hand in it; we 
have been meeting for four years and are 
not yet betrayed.” Peter was a ship- 
carpenter, and a slave of great value. 
He was to be the military leader. His 
plans showed some natural generalship ; 
he arranged the night-attack; he plan- 
ned the enrolment of a mounted troop to 
scour the streets; and he had a list of all 
the shops where arms and ammunition 
were kept for sale. He voluntarily un- 
dertook the management of the most dif- 
ficult part of the enterprise, —the cap- 
ture of the main guard-house,— and had 
pledged himself to advance alone and 
surprise the sentinel. He was said to 
have a magnetism in his eye, of which his 
confederates stood in great awe; if he 
once got his eye upon a man, there was 
no resisting it. A white witness has since 
narrated, that, after his arrest, he was 
chained to the floor in a cell, with anoth- 
er of the conspirators. Men in authority 
came and sought by promises, threats, 
and even tortures, to ascertain the names 
of other accomplices. His companion, 
wearied out with pain and suffering, and 
stimulated by the hope of saving his own 
life, at last began to yield. Peter raised 
himself, leaned upon his elbow, looked at 
the poor fellow, saying quietly, “ Die like 
a man,” and instantly lay down again. 
It was enough; not another word was 
extorted. 

One of the most notable individuals in 
the plot was a certain Jack Purcell, com- 
monly called Gullah Jack,— Gullah signi- 
fying Angola, the place of his origin. A 
conjurer by profession and by lineal her- 
itage in his own country, he had resumed 
the practice of his vocation on this side 
the Atlantic. For fifteen years he had 
wielded in secret an immense influence 
among a sable constituency in Charleston ; 
and as he had the reputation of being in- 
vulnerable, and of teaching invulnerabil- 
ity as an art, he was very good at beat- 
ing up recruits for insurrection. Over 
those of Angolese descent, especially, he 
was a perfect king, and made them join 
in the revolt as one man. They met him 
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monthly at a place called Bulkley’s Farm, 
selected because the black overseer on 
that plantation was one of the initiated, 
and because the farm was accessible by 
water, thus enabling them to elude the 
patrol. There they prepared cartridges 
and .pikes, and had primitive banquets, 
which assumed a melodramatic character 
under the inspiriting guidance of Jack. 
If a fowl was privately roasted, that mys- 
tic individual muttered incantations over 
it, and then they all grasped at it, ex- 
claiming, “ Thus we pull Buckra to pie- 
ces!” He gave them parched corn and 
ground-nuts to be eaten as internal safe- 
guards on the day before the outbreak, 
and a consecrated cullah, or crab’s claw, 
to be carried in the mouth by each, as an 
amulet. These rather questionable means 
secured him a power which was very un- 
questionable ; the witnesses examined in 
his presence all showed dread of his con- 
jurations, and referred to him indirectly, 
with a kind of awe, as “the little man 
who can’t be shot.” 

When Gullah Jack was otherwise en- 
gaged, there seems to have been a sort 
of deputy seer employed in the enter- 
prise, a blind man named Philip. He 
was a preacher, was said to have been 
born with a caul on his head, and so 
claimed the gift of second-sight. Timid 
adherents were brought to his house for 
ghostly counsel. “ Why do you look so 
timorous ?” he said to William Garner, 
and then quoted Scripture, “ Let not your 
hearts be troubled.” That a blind man 
should know how he looked was beyond 
the philosophy of the visitor, and this 
piece of rather cheap ingenuity carried 
the day. 

Other leaders were appointed also. 
Monday Gell was the scribe of the en- 
terprise ; he was a native African, who 
had learned to-read and write. He was 
by trade a harness-maker, working chiefly 
on his own account. He confessed that 
he had written a letter to President Boy- 
er of the new black republic ; “ the letter 
was about the sufferings of the blacks, 
and to know if the people of St. Domingo 
would help them, if they made an effort 
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to free themselves.” This epistle was 
sent by the black cook of a Northern 
schooner, and the envelope was address- 
ed to a relative of the bearer. 

Tom Russell was the armorer, and 
made pikes “on a very improved mod- 
el,” the official report admits. Polydore 
Faber fitted the weapons with handles. 
Bacchus Hammett had charge of the fire- 
arms and ammunition, not as yet a labo- 
rious duty. William Garner and Mingo 
Harth were to lead the horse-company. 
Lot Forrester was the courier, and had 
done, no one ever knew how much, in 
the way of enlisting country negroes, of 
whom Ned Bennett was to take com- 
mand when enlisted. Being the Gover- 
nor’s servant, Ned was probably credited 
with some oflicial experience. These 
were the officers: now for the plan of 
attack. 

It was the custom then, as now, for 
the country negroes to flock largely into 
Charleston on Sunday. More than a 
thousand came, on ordinary occasions, 
and a far larger number might at any 
time make their appearance without ex- 
citing any suspicion. They gathered in, 
especially by water, from the opposite 
sides of Ashley and Cooper Rivers, and 
from the neighboring islands; and they 
came in a great number of canoes of va- 
rious sizes, — many of which could carry 
a hundred men, — which were ordinarily 
employed in bringing agricultural prod- 
ucts to the Charleston market. To get 
an approximate knowledge of the num- 
ber, the city government once ordered 
the persons thus arriving to be counted, 
—and that during the progress of the 
trials, at a time when the negroes were 
rather fearful of coming into town,—and 
it was found, that, even then, there were 
more than five hundred visitors on a sin- 
gle Sunday. This fact, then, was the es- 
sential point in the plan of insurrection. 
Whole plantations were found to have 
been enlisted among the “ candidates,” 
as they were termed; and it was proved 
that the city negroes who lived nearest 
the place of meeting had agreed to con- 
ceal these confederates in their houses te 
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a large extent, on the night of the pro- 
posed outbreak. 

The details of the plan, however, were 
not rashly committed to the mass of the 
confederates ; they were known only to 
a few, and were finally to have been an- 
nounced after the evening prayer-meet- 
ings on the appointed Sunday. But each 
leader had his own company enlisted, 
and his own work marked out. When 
the clock struck twelve, all were to move. 
Peter Poyas was to lead a party ordered 
to assemble at South Bay, and to be join- 
ed by a force from James’ Island; he 
was then to march up and seize the ar- 
senal and guard-house opposite St. Mi- 
chael’s Church, and detach a suflicient 
number to cut off all white citizens who 
should appear at the alarm-posts. A sec- 
ond body of negroes, from the country 
and the Neck, headed by Ned Bennett, 
was to assemble on the Neck and seize 
the arsenal there. A third was to meet 
at Governor Bennett’s Mills, under com- 
mand of Rolla, and, after putting the 
Governor and Intendant to death, to 
march through the city, or be posted at 
Cannon’s Bridge, thus preventing the 
inhabitants of Cannonsborough from en- 
tering the city. A fourth, partly from 
the country and partly from the neigh- 
boring localities in the city, was to ren- 
dezvous on Gadsden’s Wharf and attack 
the upper guard-house. A fifth, com- 
posed of country and Neck negroes, was 
to assemble at Bulkley’s Farm, two miles 
and a half from the city, seize the upper 
powder-magazine and then march down ; 
and a sixth was to assemble at Denmark 
Vesey’s and obey his orders. A seventh 
detachment, under Gullah Jack, was to 
assemble in Boundary Street, at the head 
of King Street, to capture the arms of the 
Neck company of militia, and to take an 
additional supply from Mr. Duquercron’s 
shop. The naval stores on Mey’s Wharf 
were also to be attacked. Meanwhile a 
horse-company, consisting of many dray- 
men, hostlers, and butcher-boys, was to 
meet at Lightwood's Alley and then scour 
the streets to prevent the whites from as- 
sembling. Every white man coming out 
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of his own door was to be killed, and, if 
necessary, the city was to be fired in sey- 
eral places, —slow-match for this purpose 
having been purloined from the public 
arsenal and placed in an accessible posi- 
tion. 

Beyond this, the plan of action was 
either unformed or undiscovered ; some 
slight reliance seems to have been placed 
on English aid,— more on assistance from 
St. Domingo; at any rate, all the ships 
in the harbor were to be seized, and in 
these, if the worst came to the worst, 
those most deeply inculpated could set 
sail, bearing with them, perhaps, the 
spoils of shops and of banks. It seems 
to be admitted by the official narrative, 
that they might have been able, at that 
season of the year, and with the aid of 
the fortifications on the Neck and around 
the harbor, to retain possession of the 
city for some time. 

So unsuspicious were the authorities, 
so unprepared the citizens, so open to 
attack lay the city, that nothing seemed 
necessary to the suecess of the insurgents 
except organization and arms. Indeed, 
the plan of organization easily covered a 
supply of arms. By their own contribu- 
tions they had secured enough to strike 
the first blow, —a few hundred pikes and 
daggers, together with swords and guns 
for the leaders. But they had carefully 
marked every place in the city where 
weapons were to be obtained. On King- 
Street Road, beyond the municipal limits, 
in a common wooden shop, were left un- 
guarded the arms of the Neck company 
of militia, to the number of several hun- 
dred stand ; and these were to be secured 
by Bacchus Hammett, whose master kept 
the establishment. In Mr. Duquercron’s 
shop there were deposited for sale as 
many more weapons ; and they had not- 
ed Mr. Schirer’s shop in Queen Street, 
and other gunsmiths’ establishments. Fi- 
nally, the State arsenalin Meeting Street, 
a building with no defences except ordi- 
nary wooden doors, was to be seized ear- 
ly in the outbreak. Provided, therefore, 
that the first moves proved successful, all 
the rest appeared sure. 
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Very little seems to have been said 
among the conspirators in regard to any 
plans of riot or debauchery, subsequent 
to the capture of the city. Either their 
imaginations did not dwell on them, or the 
witnesses did not dare to give testimony, 
or the authorities to print it. Death was 
to be dealt out, comprehensive and ter- 
rible; but nothing more is mentioned. 
One prisoner, Rolla, is reported in the 
evidence to have dropped hints in regard 
to the destiny of the women; and there 
was a rumor in the newspapers of the 
time, that he, or some other of Governor 
Bennett’s slaves, was to have taken the 
Governor's daughter, a young girl of six- 
teen, for his wife, in the event of success ; 
but this is all. On the other hand, Den- 
mark Vesey was known to be for a war 
of immediate and total extermination ; 
and when some of the company opposed 
killing “the ministers and the women and 
children,” Vesey read from the Scrip- 
tures that all should be cut off, and said 
that “it was for their safety not to leave 
one white skin alive, for this was the plan 
they pursued at St. Domingo.” And all 
this was not a mere dream of one lone- 
ly enthusiast, but a measure which had 
been maturing for four full years among 
several confederates, and had been under 
discussion for five months among multi- 
tudes of initiated “ candidates.” 

As usual with slave-insurrections, the 
best men and those most trusted were 
deepest in the plot. Rolla was the only 
prominent conspirator who was not an 
active Church-member. “ Most of the 
ringleaders,” says a Charleston letter- 
writer of that day, “were the rulers or 
class-leaders in what is called the African 
Society, and were considered faithful, 
honest fellows. Indeed, many of the own- 
ers could not be convinced, till the fel- 
lows confessed themselves, that they were 
concerned, and that the first object of all 
was to kill their masters.” And the first 
official report declares that it would not 
be difficult to assign a motive for the in- 
surrectionists, “if it had not been dis- 
tinctly proved, that, with scarcely an ex- 
ception, they had no individual hardship 
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to complain of, and were among the most 
humanely treated negroes in the city. 
The facilities for combining and confed- 
erating in such a scheme were amply 
afforded by the extreme indulgence and 
kindness which characterizes the domes- 
tic treatment of our slaves. Many slave- 
owners among us, not satisfied with min- 
istering to the wants of their domestics 
by all the comforts of abundant food and 
excellent clothing, with a misguided be- 
nevolence have not only permitted their 
instruction, but lent to such efforts their 
approbation and applause.” 

“T sympathize most sincerely,” says 
the anonymous author of a pamphlet of 
the period, “with the very respectable 
and pious clergyman whose heart must 
still bleed at the recollection that his con- 
fidential class-leader, but a week or two 
before his just conviction, had received 
the communion of the Lord’s Supper 
from his hand. This wretch had been 
brought up in his pastor’s family, and 
was treated with the same Christian at- 
tention as was shown to their own chil- 
dren.” “To us who are accustomed to 
the base and proverbial ingratitude of 
these people this ill return of kindness 
and confidence is not surprising ; but they 
who are ignorant of their real character 
will read and wonder.” 

One demonstration of this “ Christian 
attention” had lately been the closing 
of the African Church,— of which, as 
has been stated, most of the leading revo- 
lutionists were members, — on the ground 
that it tended to spread the dangerous 
infection of the alphabet. On January 
15th, 1821, the City Marshal, John J. La- 
far, had notified “ ministers of the gospel 
and others who keep night- and Sunday- 
schools for slaves, that the education of 
such persons is forbidden by law, and 
that the city government feel imperious- 
ly bound to enforce the penalty.” So 
that there were some special, as well as 
general grounds for disaffection among 
these ungrateful favorites of Fortune, the 
slaves. “Then there were fancied dan- 
gers. An absurd report had somehow 
arisen — since you cannot keep men ig- 
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norant without making them unreasonable 
also— that on the ensuing Fourth of July 
the whites were to create a false alarm, 
and that every black man coming out 
was to be killed, “in order to thin them”; 
this being done to prevent their joining 
an imaginary army supposed to be on its 
way from Hayti. Others were led to sup- 
pose that Congress had ended the Mis- 
souri Compromise discussion by making 
them all free, and that the law would pro- 
tect their liberty, if they could only secure 
it. Others again were threatened with 
the vengeance of the conspirators, unless 
they also joined; on the night of attack, 
it was said, the initiated would have a 
countersign, and all who did not know 
it would share the fate of the whites. 
Add to this the reading of Congressional 
speeches, and of the copious magazine of 
revolution to be found in the Bible, — 
and it was no wonder, if they for the first 
time were roused, under the energetic 
leadership of Vesey, to a full conscious- 
ness of their own condition. 

“Not only were the leaders of good 
character and very much indulged by 
their owners, but this was very generally 
the case with all who were convicted, — 
many of them possessing the highest con- 
fidence of their owners, and not one of 
bad character.” In one ease it was proy- 
ed that Vesey had forbidden his followers 
to trust a certain man, because he had 
once been seen intoxicated. In another 
case it was shown that a slave named 
George had made every effort to obtain 
their confidence, but was constantly ex- 
cluded from their meetings as a talkative 
fellow who could not be trusted,—a policy 
which his levity of manner, when examin- 
ed in court, fully justified. They took no 
women into counsel, — not from any dis- 
trust apparently, but in order that their 
children might not be left uncared-for, in 
ease of defeat and destruction. House- 
servants were rarely trusted, or only when 
they had been carefully sounded by the 
chief leaders. Peter Poyas, in commis- 
sioning an agent to enlist men, gave him 
excellent cautions: “ Don’t,smention it to 
those waiting-men who receive presents 
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of old coats, ete., from their masters, or 
they ‘ll betray us; I will speal: to them.” 
When he did speak, if he did not con- 
vince them, he at least frightened them; 
but the chief reliance was on the slaves 
hired out and therefore more uncontrolled, 
—and also upon the country negroes. 
The same far-sighted policy directed 
the conspirators to disarm suspicion by 
peculiarly obedient and orderly conduct. 
And it shows the precaution with which 
the thing was carried on, that, although 
Peter Poy as was proved to have had a 
list of some six hundred persons, yet not 
one of his particular company was ever 
brought to trial. As each leader kept to 
himself the names of his proselytes, and 
as Monday Gell was the only one of these 
who turned traitor, any opinion as to the 
numbers actually engaged must appear 
altogether conjeetural. One witness said 
nine thousand; another, six thousand six 
hundred. These statements were proba- 
bly extravagant, though not more so than 
Governor Bennett’s assertion, on the oth- 
er side, that “all who were actually con- 
cerned had been brought to justice,”—un- 
less by this phrase he designates only the 
ringleaders. The avowed aim of the Gov- 
ernor’s letter, indeed, is to smooth the thing 
over, for the credit and safety of the city ; 
and. its evasive tone contrasts strongly 
with the more frank and thorough state- 
ments of the Judges, made after the thing 
could no longer be hushed up. These 
best authorities explicitly acknowledge 
that they had failed to detect more than 
a small minority of those concerned in 
the project, and seem to admit, that, if it 
had once been brought to a head, the 
slaves generally would have joined in. 
“We cannot venture to say,” says the 
Intendant’s pamphlet, “to how many the 
knowledge of the intended effort was 
communicated, who, without signifying 
their assent, or attending any of the meet- 
ings, were yet prepared to profit by events. 
That there are many who would not have 
permitted the enterprise to have failed at 
a critical moment, for the want of their 
codperation, we have the best reason for 
believing.” So believed the community 
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at large; and the panic was in proportion, 
when the whole danger was finally made 
public. “The scenes I witnessed,” says 
one who has since narrated the cireum- 
stances, “and the declaration of the im- 
“pending danger that met us at all times 
and on all occasions, forced the convic- 
tion that never were an entire people 
more thoroughly alarmed than were the 
people of Charleston at that time... . 
During the excitement and the trial of 
the supposed conspirators, rumor pro- 
claimed all, and doubuess more than all, 
the horrors of the plot. The city was to 
be fired in every quarter, the arsenal in 
the immediate vicinity was to be broken 
open and the arms distributed to the in- 
surgents, and an universal massacre of 
the white inhabitants to take place. Nor 
did there seem to be any doubt in the 
mind of the people that such would actu- 
ally have been the result, had not the 
plot fortunately been detected before the 
time appointed for the outbreak. It was 
believed, as a matter of course, that ev- 
ery black in the city would join ‘in the 
insurrection, and that, if the original de- 
sign had been attempted, and the city 
taken by surprise, the negroes would 
have achieved a complete and easy vic- 
tory. Nor does it seem at all impossible 
that such might have been or yet may be 
the case, if any well-arranged and reso- 
lute rising should take place.” 

Indeed, this universal admission, that 
all the slaves were ready to take part in 
any desperate enterprise, was one of the 
most startling aspects of the affair. The 
authorities say that the two principal 
State’s evidence declared that « they ney- 
er spoke to any person of color on the 
subject, or knew of any one who had 
been spoken to by the other leaders, who 
had withheld his assent.” And the con- 
spirators seem to have been perfectly sat- 
isfied that all the remaining slaves would 
enter their ranks upon the slightest suc- 
cess. “Let us assemble a suflicient num- 
ber to commence the work with spirit, 
and we “ll not want men; they ‘Il fall in 
behind us fast enough.” And as an illus- 
tration of this readiness, the official re- 
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port mentions a slave who had belonged 
to one master for sixteen years, sustain- 
ing a high character for fidelity and af- 
fection, who had twice travelled with him 
through the Northern States, resisting ev- 
ery solicitation to escape, and who yet 
was very deeply concerned in the insur- 
rection, though knowing it to involve the 
probable destruction of the whole family 
with whom he liyed. 

One singular circumstance followed the 
first rumors of the plot. Several white 
men, said to be of low and unprincipled 
character, at once began to make inter- 
est with the supposed leaders among the 
slaves, cither from genuine sympathy, or 
with the intention of betraying them for 
money, or of profiting by the insurrec- 
tion, should it sueceed. Four of these 
were brought to trial; but the official 
report expresses the opinion that many 
more might have been discovered but 
for the inadmissibility of slave-testimony 
against whites. Indeed, the evidence 
against even these four was insuflicient 
for a capital conviction, although one was 
overheard, through stratagem, by the In- 
tendant himself, and arrested on the spot. 
This man was a Scotchman, another a 
Spaniard, a third a German, and the 
fourth a Carolinian. The last had for thir- 
ty years kept a shop in the neighborhood 
of Charleston; he was proved to have 
asserted that “the negroes had as much 
right to fight for their liberty as the white 
people,” had offered to head them in the 
enterprise, and had said that in three 
weeks he woyld have two thousand men. 
But in no case, it appears, did these men 
obtain the confidence of the slaves, and 
the whole plot was conceived and organ- 
ized, so far as appears, without the slight- 
est codperation from any white man. 

The trial of the conspirators began 
on Wednesday, June 19th. At the re- 
quest of the Intendant, Justices Kennedy 
and Parker summoned five freeholders 
(Messrs. Drayton, Heyward, Pringle, Le- 
garé, and Turnbull) to constitute a court, 
under the provisions of the act “for the 
better ordering. and governing negroes 
and other slaves.” The Intendant laid 
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the case before them, with a list of pris- 
oners and witnesses. By a vote of the 
Court, all spectators were excluded, ex- 
cept the owners and counsel of the slaves 
concerned. No other colored person was 
allowed to enter the jail, and a strong 
guard of soldiers was kept always on du- 
ty around the building. Under these 
general arrangements the trials proceed- 
ed with elaborate formality, though with 
some variations from ordinary usage, — 
as was, indeed, required by the statute. 
For instance, the law provided that the 
testimony of any Indian or slave could be 
received, without oath, against a slave or 
free colored person, although it was not 
valid, even under oath, against a white. 
But it is best to quote the official lan- 
guage in respect to the rules adopted. 
“ As the Court had been organized un- 
der a statute of a peculiar and local char- 
acter, and intended for the government 
of a distinct class of persons in the com- 
munity, they were bound to conform 
their proceedings to its provisions, which 
depart in many essential features from 
the principles of the Common Law and 
some of the settled rules of evidence. 
The Court, however, determined to adopt 
those rules, whenever they were not re- 
pugnant to nor expressly excepted by 
that statute, nor inconsistent with the lo- 
eal situation and policy of the State ; and 
laid down for their own government the 
following regulations : First, that no slave 
should be tried except in the presence 
of his owner or his counsel, and that no- 
tice should be given in eyery case at 
least one day before the trial; second, 
that the testimony of one witness, unsup- 
ported by additional evidence or by cir- 
cumstances, should lead to no conviction 
of a capital nature; third, that the wit- 
nesses should be confronted with the ac- 
eused and with each other in every case, 
except where testimony was given under 
a solemn pledge that the names of the wit- 
nesses should not be divulged,— as they 
declared, in some instances, that they ap- 
prehended being murdered by the blacks, 
if it was known that they had volunteer- 
ed their evidence; fourth, that the pris- 
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oners might be represented by counsel, 
whenever this was requested by the own- 
ers of the slaves, or by the prisoners them- 
selves, if free; fifth, that the statements 
or defences of the accused should be 
heard in every case, and they be per- 
mitted themselves to examine any wit- 
ness they thought proper.” 

It is singular to observe how entirely 
these rules seem to concede that a slave’s 
life has no sort of value to himself, but on- 
ly to his master. His master, not he him- 
self, must choose whether it be worth while 
to employ counsel. His master, not his 
mother or his wife, must be present at 
the trial. So far is this carried, that the 
provision to exclude “persons who had 
no particular interest in the slaves accus- 
ed” seems to have excluded every ac- 
knowledged relative they had in the 
world, and admitted only those who had 
invested in them so many dollars. And 
yet the very first section of that part of 
the statute under which they were tried 
lays down an explicit recognition of their 
humanity. “ And whereas natural justice 
forbids that any person, of what condition 
soever, should be condemned unheard.” 
So thoroughly, in the whole report, are 
the ideas of person and chattel inter- 
mingled, that, when Governor Bennett 
petitions for mitigation of sentence in the 
case of his slave Batteau, and closes, “I 
ask this, gentlemen, as an individual in- 
curring a severe and distressing loss,” it 
is really impossible to decide whether the 
predominant emotion be affectional or fi- 
nancial. 

It is a matter of painful necessity to 
acknowledge that the proceedings of all 
slave-tribunals justify the honest admis- 
sion of Governor Adams of South Caro- 
lina, in his legislative message of 1855: — 
« The administration of our laws, in re- 
lation to our colored population, by our 
courts of magistrates and freeholders, as 
these courts are at present constituted, 
calls loudly for reform. Their decisions 
are rarely in conformity with justice or 
humanity.” This trial, as reported by 
the justices themselves, seems to have 
been no worse than the average, — per- 
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haps better. In all, thirty-five were sen- 
tenced to death, thirty-four to transpor- 
tation, twenty-seven acquitted by the 
Court, and twenty-five discharged with- 
out trial, by the Committee of Vigilance, 
making in all one hundred and twenty- 
one. 

The sentences pronounced by Judge 
Kennedy upon the leading rebels, while 
paying a high tribute to their previous 
character, of course bring all law and all 
Scripture to prove the magnitude of their 
crime. “Tt is a melancholy fact,” he 
says, “that those servants in whom we 
reposed the most unlimited confidence 
have been the principal actors in this 
wicked scheme.” Then he rises into ear- 
nest appeals. “Are you incapable of 
the heavenly influence of that gospel all 
whose paths are peace? It was to rec- 
oncile us to our destiny on earth, and to 
enable us to discharge with fidelity all our 
duties, whether as master or servant, that 
those inspired precepts were imparted by 
Heaven to fallen man.” And so on. 

To these reasonings the prisoners had, 
of course, nothing to say ; but the official 
reports bear the strongest testimony to 
their fortitude. “ Rolla, when arraign- 
ed, affected not to understand the charge 
against him, and when it was at his request 
further explained to him, assumed, with 
wonderful adroitness, astonishment and 
surprise. He was remarkable, through- 
out his trial, for great presence and com- 
postre of mind. When he was informed 
he was convicted, and was advised to pre- 
pare for death, though he had previously 
(but after his trial) confessed his guilt, 
he appeared perfectly confounded, but 
exhibited no signs of fear. In Ned’s be- 
havior there was nothing remarkable; 
but his countenance was stern and im- 
movable, even whilst he was receiving 
the sentence of death: from his looks it 
was impossible to discover or conjecture 
what were his feelings. Not so with Pe- 
ter; for in his countenance were strongly 
marked disappointed ambition, revenge, 
indignation, and an anxiety.to know how 
far the discoveries had extended; and the 
same emotions were exhibited in his con- 
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duct. He did not appear to fear person- 
al consequences, for his whole behavior 
indicated the reverse; but exhibited an 
evident anxiety for the success of their 
plan, in which his whole soul was em- 
barked. His countenance and behavior 
were the same when he received his sen- 
tence, and his only words were, on re- 
tiring, ‘I suppose you ’ll let me see my 
wife and family before I die ?’ and that 
not in a supplicating tone. When he 
was asked, a day or two after, if it was 
possible he could wish to see his master 
and family murdered, who had treated 
him so kindly, he only replied to the 
question by a smile. Monday’s behavior 
was not peculiar. When he was before 
the Court, his arms were folded ; he heard 
the testimony given against him, and re- 
ceived his sentence with the utmost firm- 
ness and composure. But no description 
ean accurately’convey to others the im- 
pression which the trial, defence, and ap- 
pearance of Gullah Jack made on those 
who witnessed the workings of his cun- 
ning and rude address. When arrested 
and brought before the Court, in compa- 
ny with another African named Jack, the 
property of the estate of Pritchard, he 
assumed so much ignorance, and looked 
and acted the fool so well, that some of 
the Court could not believe that this was 
the necromancer who was sought after. 
This conduct he continued when on his 
trial, until he saw the witnesses and heard 
the testimony as it progressed against him, 
when, in an instant, his countenance was 
lighted up as if by lightning, and his wild- 
ness and vehemence of gesture, and the 
malignant glance with which he eyed the 
witnesses who appeared against him, all 
indicated the savage, who, indeed, had 
been caught, but not tamed. His courage, 
however, soon forsook him. When he 
received sentence of death, he earnestly 
implored that a fortnight longer might 
‘be allowed him, and then a week longer, 
which he continued earnestly to solicit 
until he was taken from the court-room 
to his cell; and when he was carried to 
execution, he gave up his spirit without 
firmness or composure.” 


740 


Not so with Denmark Vesey. ‘The 
plans of years were frustrated ; his own 
life and liberty were thrown away ; many 
others were sacrificed through his leader- 
ship; and one more added to the list of 
unsuccessful insurrections. All these dis- 
astrous certainties he faced calmly, and 
gave his whole mind composedly to the 
conducting of his defence. With his arms 
tightly folded and his eyes fixed on the 
floor, he attentively followed every item 
of the testimony. He heard the witnesses 
examined by the Court, and cross-exam- 
ined by his own counsel, and it is evident 
from the narrative of the presiding judge 
that he showed no small skill and policy 
in the searching cross-examination which 
he then applied. The fears, the feelings, 
the consciences of those who had betray- 
ed him, all were in turn appealed to; but 
the facts were too overpowering, and it 
was too late to aid his comrades or him- 
self, Then turning to the Court, he skil- 
fully availed himself of the point which 
had so much impressed the community, 
the intrinsic improbability that a man in 
his position of freedom and prosperity 
should sacrifice everything to free other 
people. If they thought it so incredible, 
why not give him the benefit of the in- 
credibility ? The act being, as they stat- 
ed, one of infatuation, why convict him 
of it on the bare word of men who, by 
their own showing, had not only shared 
the infatuation, but proved traitors to it? 
An ingenious defence, — indeed, the on- 
ly one which could by any possibility be 
suggested, anterior to the days of Choate 
and somnambulism; but in vain. He 
was sentenced, and it was not, apparent- 
ly, till the judge reproached him for the 
destruction he had brought on his follow- 
ers that he showed any sign of emotion. 
Then the tears came into his eyes. But 
he said not another word. 

The executions took place on five dif- 
ferent days, and, bad as they were, they 
might have been worse. After the imag- 
inary Negro Plot of New York, in 1741, 
thirteen negroes had been judicially burn- 
ed alive; two had suffered the same sen- 
tence at Charleston in 1808; and it was 
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undoubtedly some mark of progress that 
in this case the gallows took the place of 
the flames. Six were hanged on July 2d, 
upon Blake’s lands, near Charleston, — 
Denmark Vesey, Peter Poyas, Jesse, Ned, 
Rolla, and Batteau, —the last three be- 
ing slaves of the Governor himself. Gul- 
lah Jack and John were executed “on 
the Lines,” near Charleston, on July 12th, 
and twenty-two more on July 26th. Four 
others suffered their fate on July 30th; 
and one more, William Garner, effected 
a temporary escape, was captured, and 
tried by a different court, and was final- 
ly executed on August 9th. 

The self-control of these men did not 
desert them at their execution. When 
the six leaders suffered death, the report 
says, Peter Poyas repeated his charge of 
secrecy. “Do not open your lips ; die 
silent, as you shall see me do”: and all 
obeyed. And though afterwards, as the 
particulars of the plot became better 
known, there was less inducement to con- 
ceal, yet every one of the thirty-five seems 
to have met his fate bravely, except the 
conjurer. Governor Bennett, in his let- 
ter, expresses much dissatisfaction at the 
small amount learned from the partici- 
pators. “To the last hour of the exist- 
ence of several who appeared to be con- 
spicuous actors in the drama, they were 
pressingly importuned to make farther 
confessions,”— this “ importuning” being 
more clearly defined in a letter of Mr. 
Ferguson, owner of two of the slaves, as 
“having them severely corrected.” Yet 
so little was obtained, that the Governor 
was compelled to admit at last that the 
really essential features of the plot were 
not known to any of the informers. 

Tt is to be remembered that the plot 
failed because a man unauthorized and 
incompetent, William Paul, undertook to 
make enlistments on his own account. 
He blundered on one of precisely that 
class of men— favored house-servan ts — 
whom his leaders had expressly resery- 
ed for more skilful manipulations. He 
being thus detected, one would have sup- 
posed that the discovery of many ae- 
complices would at once have followed. 
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The number enlisted was counted by 
thousands; yet for twenty-nine days after 
the first treachery, and during twenty 
days of official examination, only fifteen 
of the conspirators were ferreted out. 
Meanwhile the informers’ names had to 
be concealed with the utmost secrecy, — 
they were in peril of their lives from the 
slaves, — William Paul scarcely dared to 
go beyond the door-step, —and the names 
of important witnesses examined in June 
were still suppressed in the official report 
published in October. ‘That a conspira- 
cy on so large a scale should have existed 
in embryo during four years, and in an 
active form for several months, and yet 
have been so well managed, that, after ac- 
tual betrayal, the authorities were again 
thrown off their guard and the plot near- 
ly brought to a head again, —this cer- 
tainly shows extraordinary ability in the 
leaders, and a talent for concerted action 
on the part of slaves generally with which 
they have hardly been credited. 

And it is also to be noted, that the 
range of the conspiracy extended far be- 
yond Charleston. It was proved that 
Frank, slave of Mr. Ferguson, living 
nearly forty miles from the city, had 
boasted of having enlisted four planta- 
tions in his immediate neighborhood. It 
was in evidence that the insurgents “ were 
trying all round the country, from George- 
town and Santee round about to Comba- 
hee, to get people”; and after the trials, 
it was satisfactorily established that Vesey 
“had been in the country as far north 
as South Santee, and southwardly as far 
as the Euhaws, which is between seventy 
and eighty miles from the city.” Mr. 
Ferguson himself testified that the good 
order of any gang was no evidence of 
their ignorance of the plot, since the be- 
havior of his own initiated slaves had been 
unexceptionable, in accordance with Ve- 
sey’s directions. 

With such an organization and such 
materials, there was nothing in the plan 
which could be pronounced incredible or 
impracticable. There is no reason why 
they should not have taken the city. Af 
ter all the Governor’s entreaties as to 
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moderate language, the authorities were 
obliged to admit that South Carolina had 
been saved from a “ horrible catastrophe.” 
“For although success could not possibly 
have attended the conspirators, yet, be- 
fore their suppression, Charleston would 
probably have been wrapped in flames, 
many valuable lives would have been 
sacrificed, and an immense loss of prop- 
erty sustained by the citizens, even though 
no other distressing occurrences were ex- 
perienced by them, while the plantations 
in the lower country would have been 
disorganized, and the agricultural inter 
ests have sustained an enormous loss.” 
The Northern journals had already ex-. 
pressed still greater anxieties. “It ap- 
pears,” said the “ New York Commercial 
Advertiser,” “ that, but for the timely dis- 
closure, the whole of that State would in 
a few days have witnessed the horrid spec- 
tacle once witnessed in St. Domingo.” 
My friend David Lee Child has kindly 

communicated to me a few memoranda 
of a conversation held long since with a 
free colored man who had worked in Ve- 
sey’s shop during the time of the insur- 
rection, and these generally confirm the 
official narratives. “I was a young man 
then,” he said, “and, owing to the poli- 
cy of preventing communication between 
free colored people and slaves, I had lit- 
tle opportunity of ascertaining how the 
slaves felt about it. I know that several 
of them were abused in the street, and 
some put in prison, for appearing in sack- 
cloth. There was an ordinance of the 
city, that any slave who wore a badge of 
mourning should be imprisoned and flog- 
ged. They generally got the law, which 
is thirty-nine lashes, but sometimes it was 
according to the decision of the Court.” 
“T heard, at the time, of arms being bur- 
ied in coflins at Sullivan’s Island.” “In 
the time of the insurrection, the slaves 
were tried in a small room, in the jail 
where they were confined. No colored 
person was allowed to go within two 
squares of the prison. Those two squares 
were filled with troops, five thousand of 
whom were on duty, day and night. I 
was told, Vesey said to those that tried 
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him, that the work of insurrection would 

go on; but as none but white persons 

were permitted to be present, I cannot 
_ tell whether he said it.” 
—< During all this time there was a guard- 
ed silence in the Charleston journals, 
which strongly contrasts with the ex- 
treme publicity at last given to the tes- 
timony. Even the “ National Intelligen- 
cer,” at Washington, passed lightly over 
the affair, and deprecated the publication 
of particulars. The Northern editors, 
on the other hand, eager for items, were 
constantly complaining of this reserve, 
and calling for further intelligence. “The 
Charleston papers,” said the “ Hartford 
Courant” of July 16th, “ have been si- 
lent on the subject of the insurrection, but 
letters from this city state that it has cre- 
ated much alarm, and that two brigades 
of troops were under arms for some time 
to suppress any risings that might have 
taken place.” “ You will doubtless hear,” 
wrote a Charleston correspondent of the 
same paper, just before, “ many reports, 
and some exaggerated ones.” “ There 
was certainly a disposition to revolt, and 
some preparations made, principally by 
the plantation negroes, to take the city.” 
“We hoped they would progress so far as 
to enable us to-ascertain and punish the 
ringleaders.” ‘Assure my friends that 
we feel in perfect security, although the 
number of nightly guards and other dem- 
onstrations may induce a belief among 
strangers to the contrary.” 

The strangers would have been very 
blind strangers, if they had not been more 
influenced by the actions of the Charles- 
tonians than by their words. The origi- 
nal information was given on May 25th. 
The time passed, and the plot failed on 
June 16th. A plan for its revival on 
July 2d proved abortive. Yet a letter 
from Charleston in the “ Hartford Cou- 
rant” of August 6th, represented the 
panic as unabated: “ Great preparations 
are making, and all the military are put 
in preparation to guard against any at- 
tempt of the same kind again; but we 
have no apprehension of its being repeat- 
ed.” On August 10th, Governor Ben- 
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nett wrote the letter already mentioned, 
which was printed and distributed as a 
circular, its object being to deprecate un- 
due alarm. “ Every individual in the 
State is interested, whether in regard to 
his own property or the reputation of the 
State, in giving no more importance to 
the transaction than it justly merits.” Yet 
five days after this,—two months after 
the first danger had passed,—a reinforce- 
ment of United States troops arrived at 
Fort Moultrie. * And during the same 
month, several different attempts were 
made by small parties of armed negroes 
to capture the mails between Charleston 
and Savannah, and a reward of two hun- 
dred dollars was offered for their detection. 

The first official report of the trials was 
prepared by the Intendant, by request of 
the city council. It passed through four 
editions in a few months, — the first and 
fourth being published in Charleston, and 
the second and third in Boston. Being, 
however, but a brief pamphlet, it did not 
satisfy the public curiosity, and in Octo- 
ber of the same year, (1822,) a larger vol- 
ume appeared at Charleston, edited by 
the magistrates-who presided at the trials, 
Lionel H. Kennedy and Thomas Parker. 
It contains the evidence in full, and a sep- 
arate narrative of the whole affair, more 
eandid and lucid than any other which 
I have found in the newspapers or pam- 
phlets of the day. It exhibits that rarest 
of all qualities in a slave-community, a 
willingness to look facts in the face. This 
narrative has been faithfully followed, 
with the aid of such cross-lights as could 
be secured from many other quarters, in 
preparing the present history. 

The editor of the first official report 
racked his brains to discover the special 
causes of the revolt, and never trusted 
himself to allude to the general one. 
The negroes rebelled because they were 
deluded by Congressional eloquence, or 
because they were excited by a Church 
squabble, or because they had been spoilt 
by mistaken indulgences, such as being 
allowed to learn to read, “a misguided 
benevolence,” as he pronounces it. So 
the Baptist Convention seems to have 
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thought it was because they were not 
Baptists, and an Episcopal pamphleteer 
because they were not Episcopalians. It 
never seems to occur to any of these 
spectators that these people rebelled sim- 
ply because they were slaves and wished 
to be free. 

No doubt, there were enough special 
torches with which a man so skilful as 
Denmark Vesey could kindle up these 
dusky powder-magazines; but, after all, 
the permanent peril lay in the powder. 
So long as that existed, everything was 
incendiary. Any torn scrap in the street 
might contain a Missouri- Compromise 
speech, or a report of the last battle in 
St. Domingo, or one of those able let- 
ters of Boyer’s which were winning the 
praise of all, or one of John Randolph’s 
stirring speeches in England against the 
slave-trade. The very newspapers which 
reported the happy extinction of the in- 
surrection by the hanging of the last con- 
spirator, William Garner, reported also, 
with enthusiastic indignation, the massa- 
ere of the Greeks at Constantinople and 
at Scio; and then the Northern editors, 
breaking from their usual reticence, point- 
ed out the inconsistency of Southern jour- 
nals in printing, side by side, denuncia- 
tions of Mohammedan slave-sales and ad- 
vertisements of Christian ones. 

Of course, the insurrection threw the 
whole slavery question open to the public. 
“We are sorry to see,” said the “ Na- 
tional Intelligencer” of August 31st, “that 
a discussion of the hateful Missouri ques- 
tion is likely to be revived, in conse- 
quence of the allusions to its supposed 
effect in producing the late servile insur- 
rection in South Carolina.” A member 
of the Board of Public Works of South 
Carolina published in the Baltimore 
“ American Farmer” an essay urging 
the encouragement of white laborers, and 
hinting at the ultimate abolition of slay- 
ery, “if it should ever be thought desir- 
able.” More boldly still, a pamphlet ap- 
peared in Charleston under the signa- 
ture of * Achates,” arguing with remark- 
able sagacity and force against the whole 
system of slave-labor in towns, and pro- 
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posing that all slaves in Charleston should 
be sold or transferred to the plantations, 
and their places supplied by white labor. 
It is interesting to find many of the facts 
and arguments of Helper’s “ Impending 
Crisis” anticipated in this courageous 
tract, written under the pressure of a 
crisis which had just been so narrowly 
evaded. The author is described in the 
preface as “a soldier and patriot of the 
Revolution, whose name, did we feel our- 
selves at liberty to use it, would stamp a 
peculiar weight and value on his opin- 
It was commonly attributed to 
General Thomas Pinckney. 

Another pamphlet of the period, also 
published in Charleston, recommended as 
a practical cure for insurrection the copi- 
ous administration of Episcopal Church 
services, and the prohibition of negroes 
from attending Fourth-of-July celebra- 
tions. On this last point it is more con- 
sistent than most pro-slavery arguments. 
“The celebration of the Fourth of July 
belongs exclusively to the white popula- 
tion of the United States. The Amer- 
ican Revolution was a family-quarrel 
among equals. In this the neeroes had 
no concern; their condition remained, 
and must remain, unchanged. They 
have no more to do with the celebration 
of that day than with the landing of the 
Pilgrims on the rock at Plymouth. It 
therefore seems to me improper to allow 
these people to be present on these occa- 
sions. In our speeches and orations, 
much, and sometimes more than is polit- 
ically necessary, is said about personal 
liberty, which negro auditors know not 
how to apply, except by running the 
parallel with their own condition. They 
therefore imbibe false notions of their 
own personal rights, and give reality in 
their minds to what has no real exist- 
ence. ‘The peculiar state of our commu- 
nity must be steadily kept in view. This, 
I am gratified to learn, will in some meas- 
ure be promoted by the institution of the 
South Carolina Association.” 

On the other hand, more stringent laws 
became obviously necessary to keep down 
the advancing intelligence of the Charles- 
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ton slaves. Dangerous knowledge must 
be excluded from without and from with- 
in. For the first end, the South Caroli- 
na legislature passed, in December, 1822, 
the act for the imprisonment of Northern 
colored seamen, which has since produced 
so much excitement. For the second ob- 
ject, the Grand Jury, about the same 
time, presented as a grievance “ the num- 
ber of schools which are kept within the 
city by persons of color,” and proposed 
their prohibition. This was the encour- 
agement given to the intellectual prog- 
ress of the slaves; while, as a reward for 
betraying them, Pensil, the free colored 
man who adyised with Devany, received 
a present of one thousand dollars, and 
Devany himself had what was rightly 
judged to be the higher gift of freedom, 
and was established in business, with lib- 
eral means, as a drayman. He is still 
living in Charleston, has thriven greatly 
in his vocation, and, according to the 
newspapers, enjoys the privilege of be- 
ing the only man of property in the State 
whom a special statute exempts from tax- 
ation. It is something of a privilege, es- 
pecially with secession impending. But 
those whom he betrayed to death have 


been exempt from taxation longer than 
he has. - 
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More than a third of a century has 
passed since the incidents of this true 
story closed. It has not vanished from 
the memories of South Carolinians, though 
the printed pages which once told it have 
been gradually withdrawn from sight. 
The intense avidity which at first grasp- 
ed at every incident of the great insur- 
rectionary plot was succeeded by a dis- 
taste for the memory of the tale; and 
the official reports which told what slaves 
had once planned and dared have now 
come to be among the rarest of American 
historical documents. In 1841, a friend 
of the writer, then visiting South Caro- 
lina, heard from her hostess for the first 
time the events which are recounted here. 
On asking to see the reports of the trials, 
she was cautiously told that the only copy 
in the house, after being carefully kept for 
years under lock and key, had been burnt 
at last, lest it should reach the dangerous 
eyes of the slaves. The same thing had 
happened, it was added, in many other 
families. This partially accounts for the 
great difficulty now to be found in ob- 
taining a single copy of either publication ; 
and this is why, to the readers of Amer- 
ican history, Denmark Vesey and Peter 
Poyas have been heretofore but the shad- 
ows of names. 


NEW YORK SEVENTH REGIMENT. 


OUR MARCH TO WASHINGTON. 


THROUGH THE CITY. 


Ar three o’clock in the afternoon of 
Friday, April 19th, we took our peace- 
maker, a neat twelve-pound brass howit- 
zer, down from the Seventh Regiment 
Armory, and stationed it in the rear of 
the building. The twin peacemaker is 
somewhere near us, but entirely hidden 
by this enormous crowd. 

An enormous crowd! of both sexes, 


of every age and condition. The men 
offer all kinds of truculent and patriotic 
hopes; the women shed tears, and say, 
“God bless you, boys!” 

This is a part of the town where bad- 
dish cigars prevail. But good or bad, I 
am ordered to keep all away from the 
gun. So the throng stands back, peers 
curiously over the heads of its junior 
members, and seems to be taking the 
measure of my coffin. 
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After a patient hour of this, the word 
is given, we fall in, our two guns find 
their places at the right of the line of 
march, we move on through the thicken- 
ing crowd. 

At a great house on the left, as we 
pass the Astor Library, I see a handker- 
chief waving for me. Yes! it is she who 
made the sandwiches in my knapsack. 
They were a trifle too thick, as I after- 
wards discovered, but otherwise perfec- 
tion. Be these my thanks and the thanks 
of hungry comrades who had bites of 
them ! 

At the corner of Great Jones Street 
we halted for half an hour, —then, every- 
thing ready, we marched down Broad- 
way. 

It was worth a life, that march. Only 
one who passed, as we did, through that 
tempest of cheers, two miles long, can 
know the terrible enthusiasm of the occa- 
sion. I could hardly hear the rattle of 
our own gun-carriages, and only once or 
twice the music of our band came to me 
muflled and quelled by the uproar. We 
knew now, if we had not before divined 
it, that our great city was with us as one 
man, utterly united in the great cause we 
were marching to sustain, 

This grand fact I learned by two senses. 
If hundreds of thousands roared it into 
my ears, thousands slapped it into my 
back. My fellow-citizens smote me on 
the knapsack, as I went by at the gun- 
rope, and encouraged me each in bis own 
dialect. “Bully for you!” alternated 
with benedictions, in the proportion of 
two “bullies” to one blessing. 

I was not so fortunate as to receive 
more substantial tokens of'sympathy. But 
there were parting gifts showered on the 
regiment, enough to establish a variety- 
shop. Handkerchiefs, of course, came 
floating down upon us from the windows, 
like a snow.” Pretty little gloves pelted 
us with love-taps. The sterner sex foreed 
upon us pocket-knives new and jagged, 
combs, soap, slippers, boxes of matches, 
cigars by the dozen and the hundred, 
pipes to smoke shag and pipes to smoke 
Latakia, fruit, egys, and sandwiches. One 
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fellow got a new purse with ten bright 
quarter-eagles. 

At the corner of Grand Street, or 
thereabouts, a “ bhoy” in red flannel shirt 
and black dress pantaloons, leaning back 
against the crowd with Herculean shoul- 
ders, called me,—‘* Saiiy, bully! take my 
dorg! he ’s one of the kind that holds till 
he draps.” This gentleman, with his an- 
imal, was instantly shoved back by the 
police, and the Seventh lost the “dorg.” 

These were the comic incidents of' the 
march, but underlying all was the tragic 
sentiment that we might have tragic work 
presently to do, The news of the rascal 
attack in Baltimore on the Massachusetts 
Sixth had just come in. Ours might be 
the same chance. If there were any of 
us not in earnest before, the story of the 
day would steady us. So we said good- 
bye to Broadway, moved down Cortlandt 
Street under a bower of flags, and at 
half-past six shoved off in the ferry-boat. 

Everybody has heard how Jersey City 
turned out and filled up the Railroad 
Station, like an opera-house, to give God- 
speed to us as a representative body, a 
guaranty of the unquestioning loyalty of 
the “conservative” class in New York. 
Everybody has heard how the State of 
New Jersey, along the railroad line, stood 
through the evening and the night to 
shout their quota of good wishes. At 
every station the Jerseymen were there, 
uproarious as Jerseymen, to shake our 
hands and wish us a happy despatch. I 
think I did not see a rod of ground with- 
out its man, from dusk till dawn, from the 
Hudson to the Delaware. 

Upon the train we made a jolly night 
of it. All knew that the more a man 
sings, the better he is likely to fight. So 
we sang more than we slept, and, in fact, 
that has been our history ever since. 


PHILADELPHIA. 


AT sunrise we were at the station in 
Philadelphia, and dismissed for an hour, 
Some hundreds of us made up Broad 
Street for the Lapierre House to break- 
fast. When I arrived, I found every 
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place at table filled and every waiter ten 
deep with orders. So, being an old cam- 
paigner, I followed up the stream of prov- 
ender to the fountain-head, the kitchen. 
Half a dozen other old campaigners were 
already there, most hospitably entertain- 
ed by the cooks. They served us, hot 
and hot, with the best of their best, 
straight from the gridiron and the pan. 
I hope, if I live to breakfast again in the 
Lapierre House, that I may be allowed 
to help myself and choose for myself be- 
low-stairs. 

When we rendezyoused at the tram, 
we found that the orders were for every 
man to provide himself three days’ ra- 
tions in the neighborhood, and be ready 
for a start at a moment's notice. 

A mountain of bread was already piled 
up in the station. I stuck my bayonet 
through a stout loaf, and, with a dozen 
comrades armed in the same way, went 
foraging about for other vivers. 

It is a poor part of Philadelphia; but 
whatever they had in the shops or the 
houses seemed to be at our disposition. 

I stopped at a corner shop to ask for 
pork, and was amicably assailed by an 
earnest dame,—Irish, I am pleased to say. 
She thrust her last loaf upon me, and 
sighed that it was not baked that morn- 
ing for my “ honor’s service.” 

A little farther on, two kindly Quaker 
ladies compelled me to step in. “ What 
could they do?” they asked eagerly. 
“They had no meat in the house; but 
could we eat eges? They had in the 
house a dozen and a half, new-laid.” So 
the pot to the fire, and the eggs boiled, 
and bagged by myself and that tall Sax- 
on, my friend E., of the Sixth Company. 
While the eges simmered, the two ladies 
thee-ed us prayerfully and tearfully, hop- 
ing that God would save our country 
from blood, unless blood must be shed to 
preserve Law and Liberty. 

Nothing definite from Baltimore when 
we returned to the station. We stood 
by, waiting orders. About noon the 
Eighth Massachusetis Regiment took the 
train southward. Our regiment was 
ready to a man to try its strength with 
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the Plug Uglies. If there had been any 
voting on the subject, the plan to follow 
the straight road to Washington would 
have been accepted by acclamation. But 
the higher powers deemed that “the 
longest way round was the shortest way 
home,” and no doubt their decision was 
wise. The event proved it. 

At two o’clock came the word to “ fall 
in.” We handled our howitzers again, 
and marched down Jeflerson Avenue to 
the steamer “ Boston ” to embark. 

To embark for what port ?- For Wash- 
ineton, of course, finally; but by what 
route? That was to remain in doubt to 
us privates for a day or two. 

The Boston is a steamer of the out- 
side line from Philadelphia to New York. 
She just held our legion. We tramped 
on board, and were allotted about the 
eraft from the top to the bottom story. 
We took tents, traps, and erub on board, 
and steamed away down the Delaware in 
the sweet afternoon of April. If ever 
the heavens smiled fair weather on any 
campaign, they have done so on ours. 


THE “ BOSTON.” 


Sotprers on shipboard are proverbi- 
ally fish out of water. We could not be 
called by the good old nickname of “ lob- 
sters” by the crew. Our gray jackets 
saved the sobriquet. But we flounder- 
ed about the crowded vessel like boiling 
victims in a pot. At last we found our 
places, and laid ourselves about the decks 
to tan or bronze or burn scarlet, accord- 
ing to complexion. There were plenty 
of cheeks of lobster-hue before next even- 
ing on the Boston. 

A thousand young fellows turned loose 
on shipboard were sure to make them- 
selves merry. Let the reader imagine 
that! We were like any other excur- 
sionists, except that the stacks of bright 
euns were always present to remind us 
of our errand, and regular guard-mount- 
ing and drill went on all the time. The 
young citizens growled or laughed at the 
minor hardships of the hasty outfit, and 
toughened rapidly to business. 
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Sunday, the 21st, was a long and some- 
what anxious day. While we were bowl- 
ing along,in the swect sunshine and sweet- 
er moonlight of the haleyon time, Uncle 
Sam might be dethroned by somebody in 
buekram, or Baltimore burnt by the boys 
from Lynn and Marblehead, revenging 
the massacre of their fellows. Every one 
begins to comprehend the fiery eager- 
ness of men who live in historic times. 
“JT wish I had control of chain-lightning 
for a few minutes,” says O., the droll fel- 
low of our company. ‘“1’d make it come 
thick and heavy and knock spots out of 
Secession.” 

At early dawn of Monday the 22d, af- 
ter feeling along slowly all night, we see 
the harbor of Annapolis. A frigate with 
sails unbent lies at anchor. She flies the 
stars and stripes. Hurrah! 

A large steamboat is aground farther 
in. As soon as we can see anything, we 
catch the glitter of bayonets on board. 

By-and-by boats come off, and we get 
news that the steamer is the ‘* Maryland,” 
a ferry-boat of the Philadelphia and 
Baltimore Railroad. The Massachusetts 
Eighth Regiment had been just in time 
to seize her on the north side of the 
Chesapeake. They learned that she was 
to be carried off by the crew and leave 
them blockaded. So they shot their 
Zouaves ahead as skirmishers. The fine 
fellows rattled on board, and before the 
steamboat had time to take a turn or op- 
en a valve, she was held by Massachusetts 
in trust for Uncle Sam. Hurrah for the 
most important prize thus far in the war! 
It probably’ saved the “ Constitution,” 
“ Old Ironsides,” from capture by the 
traitors. It probably saved Annapolis, 
and kept Maryland open without blood- 
shed. 

As soon as the Massachusetts Regiment 
had made prize of the ferry-boat, a call 
was made for engineers to run her. Some 
twenty men at once stepped to the front. 
We of the New York Seventh afterwards 
concluded that whatever was needed in 
the way of skill or handicraft could be 
found among those brother Yankees. 
They were the men to make armies of. 
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They could tailor for themselves, shoe 
themselves, do their own blacksmithing, 
gunsmithing, and all other work that calls 
for sturdy arms and nimble fingers. In 
fact, I have such profound confidence in 
the universal accomplishment of the Mas- 
sachusetts Eighth, that I have no doubt, 
if the order were, “ Poets to the front!” 
“Painters present arms!” “ Sculptors 
charge bagonets!” a baker’s dozen out 
of every company would respond. 

Well, to go on with their story, — when 
they had taken their prize, they drove 
her straight down-stream to Annapolis, 
thé nearest point to Washington. There 
they found the Naval Academy in dan- 
ger of attack, and Old Ironsides — serv- 
ing as a practice-ship for the future mid- 
shipmen —also exposed. The call was 
now for seamen to man the old craft and 
save her from a worse enemy than her 
prototype met in the “Guerriére.” Sea- 
men? Ofcourse! They were Marble- 
head men, Gloucester men, Beverly men, 
seamen all, par excellence! They clap- 
ped on the frigate to aid the middies, and 
by-and-by started her out into the stream. 
In doing this their own pilot took the 
chance to run them purposely on a shoal 
in the intricate channel. A great error 
of judgment on his part! as he perceived, 
when he found himself in irons and in 
confinement. ‘ The days of trifling with 
traitors are over!” think the Eighth Regi- 
ment of Massachusetts. 

But there they were, hard and fast on 
the shoal, when we came up. Nothing to 
nibble on but knobs of anthracite. Noth- 
ing to sleep on softer or cleaner than coal- 
dust. Nothing to drink but the brack- 
ish water under their keel. “ Rather 
rough!” as they afterward patiently told 
us. 

Meantime the Constitution had got hold 
of a tug, and was making her way to an 
anchorage where her guns commanded 
everything and everybody. Good and 
true men chuckled greatly over this. The 
stars and stripes also were still up at the 
fort at the Naval Academy. 

Our dread, that, while, we were off at 
sea, some great and perhaps fatal harm 


748 


had been suffered, was greatly lightened 
by these good omens. If Annapolis was 
safe, why not Washington safe also? If 
treachery had got head at the capital, 
would not treachery have reached out its 
hand and snatched this doorway ? These 
were our speculations as we began to dis- 
cern objects, before we heard news. 

But news came presently. Boats pull- 
ed off to us. Our officers were put into 
communication with the shore. The scan- 
ty facts of our position became known 
from man to man. We privates have 
greatly the advantage in battling with 
the doubt of such a time. We know that 
we have nothing to do with rumors. Or- 
ders are what we go by. And orders are 
Facts. 

We lay a long, lingering day, off An- 
napolis. ‘The air was full of doubt, and 
we were caver to be let loose. All this 
while the Maryland stuck fast on the bar. 
We could see them, half a mile off, mak- 
ing every effort to lighten her. The sol- 
diers tramped forward and aft, danced 
on her decks, shot overboard a heavy 
baggage-truck. We saw them start the 
truck for the stern with a cheer. It erash- 
ed down. One end stuck in the mud. 
The other fell back and rested on the 
boat. They went at it with axes, and 
presently it was clear. 

As the tide rose, we gave our ground- 
ed friends a lift with a hawser. No go! 
The Boston tugged in vain. We got near 
enough to see the whites of the Massachu- 
setts eyes, and their unlucky faces and 
uniforms all grimy with their lodgings in 
the coal-dust. They could not have been 
blacker, if they had been breathing battle- 
smoke and dust all day. That experience 
was clear gain to them. 

By-and-by, greatly to the delight of the 
impatient Seventh, the Boston was head- 
ed for shore. Never speak ill of the 
beast you bestraddle! Therefore requi- 
escat Boston! may her ribs lie light on 
soft sand when she goes to pieces! may 
her engines be cut up into bracelets for 
the arms of the patriotic fair! good-bye 
to her, dear old, close, dirty, slow coach! 
She served her country well in a moment 
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of trial. Who knows but she saved it? 
It was a race to see who should first get 
to Washington,—and we and the Vir- 
ginia mob, in alliance with the District 
mob, were perhaps nip and tuck for the 
goal. 


ANNAPOLIS. 


So the Seventh Regiment landed and 
took Annapolis. We were the first troops 
ashore. 

The middies of the Naval Academy 
no doubt believe that they had their 
quarters secure. The Massachusetts boys 
are satisfied that they first took the town 
in charge. And so they did. 

But the Seventh took it a little more. 
Not, of course, from its loyal men, but 
Jor its loyal men,— for loyal Maryland, 
and for the Union. 

Has anybody seen Annapolis? It is a 
picturesque old place, sleepy enough, and 
astonished to find itself wide-awaked by 
a war and obliged to take responsibility 
and share for good and ill in the move- 
ment of its time. The buildings of the 
Naval Academy stand parallel with the 
river Severn, with a green plateau to- 
ward the water and a lovely green lawn 
toward the town. All the scene was fresh 
and fair with April, and I fancied, as the 
Boston touched the wharf, that I discern- 
ed the sweet fragrance of apple-blossoms 
coming with the spring-time airs. 

I hope that the companies of the Sev- 
enth, should the day arrive, will charge 
upon horrid batteries or serried ranks 
with as much alacrity as they marched 
ashore on the greensward of the Naval 
Academy. We disembarked, and were 
halted in line between the buildings and 
the river. 

Presently, while we stood at ease, peo- 
ple began to arrive,—some with smallish 
fruit to sell, some with smaller news to 
give. Nobody knew whether Washington 
was taken. Nobody knew whether Jeff. 
Davis was now spitting in the Presiden- 
tial spittoon, and scribbling his distiches 
with the nib of the Presidential goose- 
quill. We were absolutely in doubt wheth- 
er aseemingly inoffensive knot of rustics, 
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on a mound without the inclosure, might 
not, at tap of drum, unmask a battery of 
giant columbiads, and belch blazes at us, 
raking our line. 

Nothing so entertaining happened. It 
was a parade, not a battle. At sunset 
our band played strains sweet enough to 
pacify all Secession, if Secession had mu- 
sic in its soul. Coffee, hot from the cop- 
pers of the Naval School, and biscuit 
were served out to us; and while we sup- 
ped, we talked with our visitors, such as 
were allowed to approach. 

First the boys of the School —fine 
little blue-jackets—had their story to 
tell. 

“Do you see that white farm-house, 
across the river?” says a brave pigmy 
of a chap in navy uniform, “ That is 
head-quarters for Secession. They were 
going to take the School from us, Sir, and 
the frigate; but we ’ve got ahead of ’em, 
now you and the Massachusetts boys have 
come down,” —and he twinkled all over 
with delight. “ We can’t study any more. 
We are on guard all the time. We ‘ve 
got howitzers, too, and we ’d like you to 
see, to-morrow, on drill, how we can han- 
dle ’em. One of their boats came by our 
sentry last night,” (a sentry probably five 
feet high,) “and he blazed away, Sir. So 
they thought they wouldn't try us that 
time.” or 

Jt was plain that these your s had 
been well tried by the trea¢hery about 
them. They, too, had felt the pang of the 
disloyalty of comrades. Nearly a hun- 
dred of the boys had been spoilt by the 
base example of their elders in the re- 
pudiating States, and had resigned. 

After the middies, came anxious citi- 
zens from the town. Scared, all of them. 
Now that we were come and assured them 
that persons and property were to be pro- 
tected, they ventured to speak of the dis- 
gusting tyranny to which they, American 
citizens, had been subjected. We came 
into contact here with utter social anar- 
chy. No man, unless he was ready to 
risk assault, loss of property, exile, dared 
to act or talk like a freeman. “ This 
great wrong must be righted,” think the 
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Seventh Regiment, as one man. So we 
tried to reassure the Annapolitans that 
we meant to do our duty as the nation’s 
armed police, and mob-law was to be put 
down, so far as we could do it. 

Here, too, voices. of war met us. The 
country was stirred up. If the rural pop- 
ulation did not give us a bastard imitation 
of Lexington and Concord, as we tried 
to gain Washington, all Pluguglydom 
would treat us a@ la Plugugly somewhere 
near the junction of the Annapolis and 
Baltimore and Washington Railroad. The 
Seventh must be ready to shoot. 

At dusk we were marched up to the 
Academy and quartered about in the 
buildings, — some in the fort, some in the 
recitation- halls. We lay down on our 
blankets and knapsacks. Up to this time 
our sleep and diet had been severely 
seanty. 

We stayed all next day at Annapolis. 
The Boston brought the Massachusetts 
Eighth ashore that night. Poor fellows! 
what a figure they cut, when we found 
them bivouacked on the Academy grounds 
next morning! To begin: They had come 
off in hot patriotic haste, half-uniformed 
and half-outfitted. Finding that Baltimore 
had been taken by its own loafers and 
traitors, and that the Chesapeake ferry 
was impracticable, had obliged them to 
change line of march. They were out 
of grub. They were parched dry for 
want of water on the ferry-boat. No- 
body could decipher Caucasian, much 
less Bunker-Hill Yankeé, in their grimy 
visages. 

But, hungry, thirsty, grimy, these fel- 
lows were GRIT. 

Massachusetts ought to be proud of 
such hardy, cheerful, faithful sons. 

We of the Seventh are proud, for our 
part, that it was our privilege to share 
our rations with them, and to begin a fra- 
ternization which grows closer every day 
and will be historical. 

But I must make a shorter story. We 
drilled and were reviewed that morning 
on the Academy parade. In the after- 
noon the Naval School paraded their last 
before they gave up their barracks to the 
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coming soldiery. So ended the 23d of 
April. 

Midnight, 24th. We were rattled up 
by an alarm,— perhaps a sham one, to 
keep us awake and lively. In amoment, 
the whole regiment was in order of battle 
in the moonlight on the parade. It was 
a most brilliant spectacle, as company 
after company rushed forward, with rifles 
glittering, to take their places in the array. 

After this pretty spirt, we were ration- 
ed with pork, beef, and bread for three 
days, and ordered to be ready to march 
on the instant. 


WHAT THE MASSACHUSETTS EIGHTH 
HAD BEEN DOING. 


MerAnNtTIME General Butler’s command, 
the Massachusetts Eighth, had been busy 
knocking disorder in the head. 

Presently after their landing, and be- 
fore they were refreshed, they pushed 
companies out to occupy the railroad- 
track beyond the town. 

They found it torn up. No doubt the 
scamps who did the shabby job fancied 
that there would be no more travel that 
way until strawberry-time. They fan- 
cied the Yankees would sit down on the 
fences and begin to whittle white-oak 
toothpicks, darning the rebels, through 
their noses, meanwhile. 

I know these men of the Eighth can 
whittle, and I presume they can say 
“Darn it,” if occasion requires; but just 
now track-laying was the business on 
hand. 

“ Wanted, experienced track-layers !” 
was the word along the files. 

All at once the line of the road be- 
came densely populated with experienced 
track-layers, fresh from Massachusetts. 

Presto change! the rails were relaid, 
spiked, and the roadway levelled and 
better ballasted than any road I ever 
saw south of Mason and Dixon’s line. 
“We must leave a good job for these 
folks to model after,” say the Massachu- 
setts Eighth. 

A track without a train is as useless as 
& gun without aman. Train and engine 
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must be had. “ Uncle Sam’s mails and 
troops cannot be stopped another min- 
ute,” our energetic friends conclude. So 
—the railroad company’s people being 
either frightened or false —in marches 
Massachusetts to the station. “ We, the 
People of the United States, want roll- 
ing-stock for the use of the Union,” 
they said, or words to that effect. 

The engine — a frowzy machine at the 
best — had been purposely disabled. 

Here appeared the deus ex machina, 
Charles Homans, Beverly Light Guard, 
Company E, Eighth Massachusetts Regi- 
ment. 

That is the man, name and titles in 
full, and he deserves well of his coun- 
try. 

He took a quiet squint at the engine, — 
it was as helpless as a boned turkey, — 
and he found “Charles Homans, his 
mark,” written all over it. 

The old rattletrap was an old friend. 
Charles Homans had had a share in 
building it. The machine and the man 
said, “ How d’y’ do?” at once. Tlomans 
called for a gang of engine-builders. Of 
course they swarmed out of the ranks. 
They passed their hands over the loco- 
motive a few times, and presently it was 
ready to whistle and wheeze and rumble 
and gallop, as if no traitor had ever tried 
to steal the go and the music ont of it. 

* This had all been done during the af- 

ternoon of the 23d. During the night, 
the renovated engine was kept cruising 
up and down the track to see all clear. 
Guards of the Eighth were also posted 
to protect passage. 

Our commander had, I presume, been 
coéperating with General Butler in this 
business. The Naval Academy author- 
ities had given us every despatch and 
assistance, and the middies, frank, per- 
sonal hospitality. ‘The day was halcyon, 
the grass was green and soft, the apple- 
trees were just in blossom: it was a day 
to be remembered. 

Many of us will remember it, and 
show the marks of it for months, as the 
day we had our heads cropped. By 
evening there was hardly one poll in 
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the Seventh tenable by anybody’s grip. 
Most sat in the shade and were shorn by 
a barber. A few were honored with a 
clip by the artist hand of the petit capo- 
ral of our Engineer Company. 

While I rattle off these trifling details, 
let me not fail to call attention to the 
grave service done by our regiment, by 
its arrival, at the nick of time, at Anna- 
polis. No clearer special Providence 
could have happened. The country- 
people of the traitor sort were aroused. 
Baltimore and its mob were but two 
hours away. ‘The Constitution had been 
hauled out of reach of a rush by the Mas- 
sachusetts men,— first on the ground, — 
but was halfsmanned and not fully secure. 
And there lay the Maryland, helpless on 
the shoal, with six or seven hundred souls 
on board, so near the shore that the late 
Captain Rynders’s gun could have sunk 
her from some ambush. 

Yes! the Seventh Regiment at An- 
napolis was the Right Man in the Right 
Place ! 


OUR MORNING MARCH. 


Reverie. As nobody pronounces 
this word a& la frangaise, as everybody 
calls it “ Revelee,” why not drop it, as. an 
affectation, and translate it the “Stir 
your Stumps,” the “ Peel your Eyes,” the 
“Tumble Up,” or literally the * Wake” ? 

Our snorers had kept up this call so 
lustily since midnight, that, when the 
drums sounded it, we were all ready. 

The Sixth and Second Companies, un- 
der Captain Nevers, are detached to lead 
the van. I see my brother Billy march 
off with the Sixth, into the dusk, half 
moonlight, half-dawn, and hope that no 
beggar of a Secessionist will get a pat 
shot at him, by the roadside, without his 
getting a chance to let fly in return. 
Such little possibilities intensify the ear- 
nest detestation we feel for the treasons 
we come to resist and to punish. ‘There 
will be some bitter work done, if we ever 
get to blows in this war, — this needless, 
reckless, brutal assault upon the mildest 
of all governments. 
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Before the main body of the regiment 
marches, we learn that the “ Baltic” and 
other transports came in last night with 
troops from New York and New Eng- 
land, enough to hold Annapolis against 
a square league of Plug Uglies. We do 
not go on without having our rear pro- 
tected and our communications open. It 
is strange to be compelled to think of 
these things in peaceful America. But 
we really knew little more of the country 
before us than Cortés knew of Mexico. 
I have since learned from a high offi- 
cial, that thirteen different messengers 
were despatched from Washington in the 
interval of anxiety while the Seventh 
was not forthcoming, and only one got 
through. 

At half-past seven we take up our line 
of march, pass out of the charming 
grounds of the Academy, and move 
through the quiet, rusty, picturesque old 
town. It has a romantic dulness— An- 
napolis — which deserves a parting com- 
pliment. 

Although we deem ourselves a fine-look- 
ing set, although our belts are blanched 
with pipe-clay and our rifles shine sharp 
in the sun, yet the townspeople stare at 
us in a dismal silence. They have al- 
ready the air of men quelled by a despot- 
ism. None can trust his neighbor. If 
he dares to be loyal, he must take his 
life into his hands. Most would be loy- 
al, if they dared. But the system of so- 
ciety which has ended in this present 
chaos has gradually eliminated the brav- 
est and best men. They have gone in 
search of Freedom and Prosperity ; and 
now the bullies cow the weaker brothers. 
“ There must be an end of this mean tyr- 
anny,” think the Seventh, as they march 
through old Annapolis and see how sick 
the town is with doubt and alarm. 

Outside the town, we strike the rail- 
road and move along, the howitzers in 
front, bouncing oyer the sleepers. When 
our line is fully disengaged from the town, 
we halt. 

Here the scene is beautiful. The van 
rests upon a high embankment, with a 
pool surrounded by pine-trees on the 
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right, green fields on the left. Cattle are 
feeding quietly about. The air sings 
with birds. The chestnut-leaves sparkle. 
Frogs whistle in the warm spring morn- 
ing. The regiment groups itself along 
the bank and the cutting. Several Mary- 
landers of the half-price age — under 
twelve —come gaping up to see us harm- 
less invaders. Each of these young gen- 
try is armed with a dead spring frog, 
perhaps by way of tribute. And here — 
hollo! here comes Horace Greeley in 
propria persona! He marches through 
our groups with the Greeley walk, the 
Greeley hat on the back of his head, the 
Greeley white coat on his shoulders, his 
trousers much too short, and an ab- 
sorbed, abstracted demeanor. Can it be 
Horace, reporting for himself? No; this 
is a Maryland production, and a little 
disposed to be sulky. 

After a few minutes’ halt, we hear the 
whistle of the engine. This machine is 
also an historic character in the war. 

Remember it! “J. Hf. Nicholson ” is its 
name. Charles Homans drives, and on 
either side stands a sentry with fixed bay- 
onet. New spectacles for America! But 
it is grand to know that the bayonets are 
to protect, not to assail, Liberty and Law. 

The train leads off. We follow, by 
the track. Presently the train returns. 
We pass it and trudge on in light march- 
ing order, carrying arms, blankets, haver- 
sacks, and canteens. Our knapsacks are 
upon the train. 

Fortunate for our backs that they do 
not have to bear any more burden! For 
the day crows sultry. It is one of those 
breezeless baking days which brew thun- 
der-gusts. We march on for some four 
miles, when, coming upon the guards of 
the Massachusetts Eighth, our howitzer 
is ordered to fall out and wait for the 
train. With a comrade of the Artillery, 
Tam placed on guard over it. 


ON GUARD WITH HOWITZER NO. TWO. 

Henry Bonnet is my fellow-sentry. 
He, like myself, is an old campaigner in 
such campaigns as our generation has 
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known. So we talk California, Oregon, 
Indian life, the Plains, keeping our eyes 
peeled meanwhile, and ranging the coun- 
try. Men that will tear up track are 
quite capable of picking off a sentry. A 
giant chestnut gives us little dots of shade 
from its pigmy leaves. The country about 
us is open and newly ploughed. Some of 
the worm-fences are new, and ten rails 
hich ; but the farming is careless, and the 
soil thin. 

Two of the Massachusetts men come 
back to the gun while we are standing 
there. One is my friend Stephen Mor- 
ris, of Marblehead, Sutton Light Infan- 
try. [had shared my breakfast yesterday 
with Stephe. So we refraternize. 

Ilis business is, — “I make shoes in 
winter and fishin’ in summer.” He gives 
me a few facts, — suspicious persons seen 
about the track, men on horseback in 
the distance. One of the Massachusetts 
guard last night challenged his captain. 
Captain replied, “ Officer of the night.” 
Whereupon, says Stephe, “ The recruit 
let squizzle and jest missed his ear.” 
He then related to me the incident of 
the railroad station. “ The first thing 
they know'd,” says he, “ we bit right into 
the depot and took charge.” “I don’t 
mind,” Stephe remarked,—“ I don’t mind 
life, nor yit death; but whenever I see a 
Massachusetts boy, I stick by him, and if 
them Secessionists attackt us to-night, 
or any other time, they ’ll git in debt.” 

Whistle, again ! and the train appears. 
We are ordered to ship our howitzer on 
a platform car. The engine pushes us 
on. This train brings our light baggage 
and the rear guard. 

A hundred yards farther on is a deli- 
cious fresh spring below the bank. While 
the train halts, Stephe Morris rushes 
down to fill my canteen. “ This a’n’t 
like Marblehead,” says Stephe, panting 
up; “but a man that can shin up them 
rocks can git right over ¢his sand.” 

The train goes slowly on, as a rickety 
train should. At intervals we see the 
fresh spots of track just laid by our Yan- 
kee friends. Near the sixth mile, we 
began to overtake hot and uncomfort- 
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able squads of our fellows. The unsea- 
sonable heat of this most breathless day 
was too much for many of the younger 
men, unaccustomed to rough work, and 
weakened by want of sleep and irregu- 
lar food in our hurried movements thus 
far. 

Charles Homans’s private carriage was, 
however, ready to pick up tired men, hot 
men, thirsty men, men with corns, or 
men with blisters. They tumbled into 
the train in considerable numbers. 

An enemy that dared could have made 
a moderate bag of stragglers at this time. 
But they would not have been allowed 
to straggle, if any enemy had been about. 
By this time we were convinced that no 
attack was to be expected in this part of 
the way. 

The main body’of the regiment, un- 
der Major Shaler, a tall, soldierly fellow, 
with a moustache of the fighting-color, 
tramped on their own pins to the water- 
ing-place, eight miles or so from Annapo- 
lis. There troops and train came to a halt, 
with the news that a bridge over a coun- 
try road was broken a mile farther on. 

It had been distinctly insisted upon, in 
the usual Southern style, that we were 
not to be allowed to pass through Mary- 
land, and that we were to be “ welcomed 
to hospitable graves.” The broken bridge 


was a capital spot for a skirmish. Why 
not look for it here ? 
We looked; but got nothing. The 


rascals could skulk about by nicht, tear 
up rails, and hide them where they might 
be found by a man with half an eye, or 
halfdestroy a bridge ; but there was no 
shoot in them. They have not faith 
enough in their cause to risk their lives 
for it, even behind a tree or from one of 
these thickets, choice spots for ambush. 

So we had no battle there, but a bat- 
tle of the elements. The volcanic heat 
of the morning was followed by a furious 
storm of wind and a smart shower. The 
regiment wrapped themselves in their 
blankets and took their wetting with 
more or less satisfaction. They were re- 
ceiving samples of all the different little 
miseries of a campaign. 
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And here let me say a word to my fel- 
low-volunteers, actual and prospective, in 
all the armies of all the States : — 

A soldier needs, besides his soldierly 
drill, 

I. Good Fret. 

If. A good Stomach. 

UI. And after these, come the good 
Head and the good Heart. 

But Good Feet are distinctly the first 
thing. Without them you cannot get to 
your duty. If a comrade, or a horse, or 
a locomotive, takes you on its back to the 
field, you are useless there. And when 
the field is lost, you cannot retire, run 
away, and save your bacon. 

Good shoes and plenty of walking 
make good feet. A man who pretends 
to belong to an infantry company ought 
always to keep himself in training, so 
that any moment he can march twenty 
or thirty miles without feeling a pang or 
raising a blister. Was this the case with 
eyen a decimation of the army who rush- 
ed to defend Washington? Were you 
so trained, my comrades of the Sey- 
enth? 

A captain of a company, who will let 
his men march with such shoes as I have 
seen on the feet of some poor fellows in 
this war, ought to be garroted with shoe- 
strings, or at least compelled to play Pope 
and wash the feet of the whole army of 
the Apostles of Liberty. 

If you find a foot-soldier lying beat out 
by the roadside, desperate as a sea-sick 
man, five to one his heels are too high, or 
his soles too narrow or too thin, or his 
shoe is not made straight on the inside, so 
that the great toe can spread into its 
place as he treads. 

I am an old walker over Alps across 
the water, and over Cordilleras, Sierras, 
Deserts, and Prairies at home; I have 
done my near sixty miles a day without 
discomfort, — and speaking from large 
experience, and with painful recollec- 
tions of the suffering and death I have 
known for want of good feet on the march, 
I say to every volunteer : — 

Trust in God; BUT KEEP YOUR SHOES 
EASY! 
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THE BRIDGE. 


WueEn the frenzy of the brief tempest 
was over, it began to be a question, “ What 
to do about the broken bridge?” The 
gap was narrow; but even Charles Ho- 
mans could not promise to leap the “J. 
If. Nicholson” over it. Who was to be 
our Julius Cesar in bridge-building ? 
Who but Sergeant Scott, Armorer of 
the Regiment, with my fellow-sentry of 
the morning, Bonnell, as First Assist- 
ant ? 

Scott called for a working party. There 
were plenty of handy fellows among our 
Engineers and in the Line. ‘Tools were 
plenty in the Engineers’ chest. We push- 
ed the platform car upon which howitzer 
No. 1 was mounted down to the gap, and 
began operations. P 

“T wish,” says the petit caporal of the 
Engineer Company, patting his howitzer 
gently on the back, “that I could get 
this Putty Blower pointed at the enemy, 
while you fellows are bridge-building.” 

The inefficient destructives of Mary- 
Jand had only half spoilt the bridge. 
Some of the old timbers could be used, 
—and for new ones, there was the forest. 

Scott and his party made a good and 
a quick job of it. Our friends of the 
Massachusetts Eighth had now come up. 
They lent a ready hand, as usual. The 
sun set brilliantly. By twilight there 
was a practicable bridge. The engine 
was despatched back to keep the road 
open. The two platform cars, freighted 
with our howitzers, were rigged with the 
gun-ropes for dragging along the rail. 
We passed through the files of the Mas- 
sachusetts men, resting by the way, and 
eating by the fires of the evening the 
suppers we had in great part provided 
them; and so begins our night-march. 


THE NIGHUT-MARCH. 


O GorrscnaLKk! whata poetic Marche 
de Nuit we then began to play, with our 
heels and toes, on the railroad track ! 

It was full-moonlight and the night in- 
expressibly sweet and serene. The air 
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was cool and vivified by the gust and 
shower of the afternoon. Fresh spring 
was in every breath. Our fellows had 
forgotten that this morning they were hot 
and disgusted. Every one hugged his ri- 
fle as if it were the arm of the Girl of his 
Heart, and stepped out gayly for the prom- 
enade. Tired or foot-sore men, or even 
lazy ones, could mount upon the two 
freight-cars we were using for artillery- 
wagons. There were stout arms enough 
to tow the whole. 

The scouts went ahead under First 
Lieutenant Farnham of the Second Com- 
pany. We were at school together, —I 
am afraid to say how many years ago. 
He is just the same cool, dry, shrewd fel- 
low he was as a boy, and a most eflicient 
oflicer. 

Jt was an original kind of march. I 
suppose a battery of howitzers never be- 
fore found itself mounted upon cars, ready 
to open fire at once and bang away into 
the ofling with shrapnel or into the bushes 
with canister. Our line extended a half- 
mile along the track. It was beautiful to 
stand on the bank above a cutting and 
watch the files strike from the shadow of 
a wood into a broad flame of moonlight, 
every rifle sparkling up alert as it came 
forward. A beautiful sight to see the bar- 
rels writing themselves upon the dimness, 
each a silver flash. 

By-and-by, “Halt!” came, repeated 
along from the front, company after com- 
pany. “Halt! a rail gone.” 

It was found without difficulty. The 
imbeciles who took it up probably sup- 
posed we would not wish to wet our feet 
by searching for it in the dewy grass of 
the next field. With incredible doltish- 
ness they had also left the chairs and 
spikes beside the track. Bonnell took 
hold, and in a few minutes had the rail 
in place and firm enough to pass the en- 
gine. Remember, we were not only hur- 
rying on to succor Washington, but open- 
ing the only convenient and practicable 
route between it and the loyal States. 

A little farther on, we came to a vil- 
lage,—a rare sight in this scantily peo- 
pled region. Here Sergeant Keeler, of 
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our company, the tallest man in the regi- 
ment, and one of the handiest, suggested 
that we should tear up the rails at a turn- 
out by the station, and so be prepared 
for chances. So “ Out crowbars!” was the 
word. We tore up and bagged half a 
dozen rails, with chairs and spikes com- 
plete. Here, too, some of the engineers 
found a keg of spikes. This was also 
bagged and loaded on our cars. We 
fought the chaps with their own weap- 
ons, since they would not meet us with 
ours. 

These things made delay, and by-and- 
by there was a long halt, while the Col- 
onel communicated, by orders sounded 
along the line, with the engine. Homans’s 
drag was hard after us, bringing our 
knapsacks and traps. 

After I had admired for some time the 
beauty of our moonlit line, and listened 
to the orders as they grew or died along 
the distance, I began to want excitement. 
Bonnell suggested that he and I should 
scout up the road and see if any rails 
were wanting. We travelled along into 
the quiet night. 

A mile ahead of the line we suddenly 
caught the gleam of a rifle-barrel. “ Who 
goes there?” one of our own scouts 
challenged smartly. 

We had arrived at the nick of time. 
Three rails were up. Two of them were 
easily found. The third was discovered 
by beating the bush thoroughly. Bon- 
nell and I ran back for tools, and return- 
ed at full trot with crowbar and sledge 
on our shoulders. There were plenty 
of willing hands to help,— too many, in- 
deed, — and with the aid of a huge Mas- 
sachusetts man we soon had the rail in 
place. 

From this time on we were constantly 
interrupted. Not a half-mile passed with- 
out a rail up. Bonnell was always at the 
front laying track, and I am proud to 
say that he accepted me as aide-de-camp. 
Other fellows, unknown to me in the 
dark, gave hearty help. The Seventh 
showed that it could do something else 
than drill. 

At one spot, on a high embankment 


over standing water, the rail was gone, 
sunk probably. Here we tried our rails 
brought from the turn-out. They were 
too short. We supplemented with a 
length of plank from our stores. We 
rolled our cars carefully over. They 
passed safe. But Homans shook his head. 
He could not venture a locomotive on 
that frail stuff. So we lost the society 
of the “J. HI. Nicholson.” Next day the 
Massachusetts commander called for some 
one to dive in the pool for the lost rail. 
Plump into the water went a little wiry 
chap and grappled the rail. “ When I 
come up,” says the brave fellow after- 
wards to me, “our officer out with a 
twenty-dollar gold piece and wanted me 
to take it. ‘That a’n’t what I come for,’ 
says I. ‘Take it” says he, ‘and share 
with the others’ ‘That a’n’t what they 
come for, says I. But I took a big cold,” 
the diver continued, “ and I’m condemn- 
ed hoarse yit,” — which was the fact. 

Farther on we found a whole length 
of track torn up, on both sides, sleepers 
and all, and the same thing repeated with 
alternations of breaks of single rails. Our 
howitzer-ropes came into play to hoist 
and haul. We were not going to be 
stopped. 

But it was becoming a Noche Triste 
to some of our comrades. We had now 
marched some sixteen miles. The dis- 
tance was trifling. But the men had 
been on their legs pretty much all day 
and night. Hardly any one had had 
any full or substantial sleep or meal since 
we started from New York. They nap- 
ped off, standing, leaning on their guns, 
dropping down in their tracks on the 
wet ground, at every halt. They were 
sleepy, but plucky. As we passed through 
deep cuttings, places, as it were, built for 
defence, there was a general desire that 
the tedium of the night should be reliev- 
ed by a shindy. 

During the whole night I saw our offi- 
cers moving about the line, doing their 
duty vigorously, despite exhaustion, hun- 
ger, and sleeplessness. 

About midnight our friends of the 
Eighth had joined us, and our whole lit- 
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tle army struggled on together. I find 
that I have been rather understating the 
troubles of the march. It seems impos- 
sible that such difficulty could be en- 
countered within twenty miles of the 
capital of our nation. But we were 
making a rush to put ourselves in that 
capital, and we could not proceed in the 
slow, systematic way of an advancing 
army. We must take the risk and stand 
the suffering, whatever it was. So the 
Seventh Regiment went through its 
bloodless Noche Triste. 


MORNING. 


Ar last we issued from the damp woods, 
two miles below the railroad junction. 
Here was an extensive farm. Our van- 
guard had halted and borrowed a few 
rails to make fires. These were, of course, 
carefully paid for at their proprietor’s 
own price. The fires were bright in the 
gray dawn. About them the whole reg- 
iment was now halted. The men tum- 
bled down to catch forty winks. Some, 
who were hungrier for food than sleep, 
went off foraging among the farm-houses. 
They returned with appetizing legends 
of hot breakfasts in hospitable abodes, or 
scanty fare given grudgingly in hostile 
ones, All meals, however, were paid 
for. 

Here, as at other halts below, the coun- 
try-people came up to talk to us. The 
traitors could easily be distinguished by 
their insolence disguised as obsequious- 
ness. The loyal men were still timid, 
but more hopeful at last. All were very 
lavish with the monosyllable, Sir. It 
was an odd coincidence, that the van- 
guard, halting off at a farm in the morn- 
ing, found it deserted for the moment by 
its tenants, and protected only by an en- 
graved portrait of our (former) Colonel 
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Duryea, serenely smiling over the man- 
tel-piece. 

From this point, the railroad was pret- 
ty much all gone. But we were warmed 
and refreshed by a nap and a bite, and 
besides had daylight and open country. 

We put our guns on their own wheels, 
all dropped into ranks as if on parade, and 
marched the last two miles to the station. 
We still had no certain information. Un- 
til we actually saw the train awaiting 
us, and the Washington companies, who 
had come down to escort us, drawn up, 
we did not know whether our Uncle 
Sam was still a resident of the capital. 

We packed into the train, and rolled 
away to Washington. 


WASHINGTON. 


We marched up to the White House, 
showed ourselves to the President, made 
our bow to him as our host, and then 
marched up to the Capitol, our grand 
lodgings. 

There we are now, quartered in the 
Representatives Chamber. 

And here I must hastily end this first 
sketch of the Great Defence. May it 
continue to be as firm and faithful as it 
is this day! 

I have scribbled my story with a thou- 
sand men stirring about me. If any of 
my sentences miss their aim, accuse my 
comrades and the bewilderment of this 
martial crowd. For here are four or five 
thousand others on the same business as 
ourselves, and drums are beating, guns 
are clanking, companies are tramping, 
all the while. Our friends of the Eighth 
Massachusetts are quartered under the 
dome, and cheer us whenever we pass. 

Desks marked John Covode, John 
Cochran, and Anson Burlingame, have 
allowed me to use them as I wrote. 
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ARMY-HYMN. 
“Old Hundred.” 


O Lorp of Hosts! Almighty King! 
Behold the sacrifice we bring ! 

To every arm Thy strength impart, 
Thy spirit shed through every heart! 


Wake in our breasts the living fires, 
The holy faith that warmed our sires ; 
Thy hand hath made our Nation free ; 
Yo die for her is serving Thee. 


Be Thou a pillared flame to show 
The midnight snare, the silent foe ; 
And when the battle thunders loud, 
Still guide us in its moving cloud. 


God of all Nations! Sovereign Lord ! 
In Thy dread name we draw the sword, 
We lift the starry flag on high 

That fills with light our stormy sky. 


From treason’s rent, from murder’s stain 
Guard Thou its folds till Peace shall reign, — 
Till fort and field, till shore and sea 

Join our loud anthem, Praise ro Torr! 


THE PICKENS-AND-STEALIN’S REBELLION. 


Hap any one ventured to prophesy on 
the Fourth of March that the immediate 
prospect of Civil War would be hailed 
by the people of the Free States with a 
unanimous shout of enthusiasm, he would 
have been thought a madman. Yet the 
prophecy would have been verified by 
what we now see and hear in every city, 
town, and hamlet from Maine to Kansas. 
With the advantage of three months’ ac- 
tive connivance in the cabinet of Mr. Buch- 
anan, with an empty treasury at Wash- 
ington, and that reluctance to assume re- 
sponsibility and to inaugurate a decided 
policy, the common vice of our politi- 
cians, who endeavor to divine and to fol- 


low popular sentiment rather than to lead 
it, it seemed as if Disunion were inevita- 
ble, and the only open question were the 
line of separation. So assured seemed 
the event, that English journalists moral- 
ized gravely on the inherent weakness 
of Democracy. While the leaders of the 
Southern Rebellion did not dare to ex- 
pose their treason to the risk of a popular 
yote in any one of the seceding States, 
the “ Saturday Review,” one of the ablest 
of British journals, solemnly warned its 
countrymen to learn by our example the 
dangers of an extended suffrage. 
Meanwhile the conduct of the people 
of the Free States, during all these trying 
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and perilous months, had proved, if it 
proved anything, the essential conserva- 
tism of a population in which every grown 
man has a direct interest in the stability 
of the national government. So absti- 
nent are they by habit and principle from 
any abnormal intervention with the ma- 
chine of administration, so almost super- 
stitious in adherence to constitutional 
forms, as to be for a moment staggered 
by the claim to a right of secession set 
up by all the Cotton States, admitted 
by the Border Slave- States, which had 
the effrontery to deliberate between their 
plain allegiance and their supposed inter- 
est, and but feebly denied by the Admin- 
istration then in power. ‘The usual pan- 
acea of palaver was tried; Congress did 
its best to add to the general confusion 
of thought; and, as if that were not 
enough, a Convention of Notables was 
called simultaneously to thresh the straw 
of debate anew, and to convince thought- 
ful persons that men do not grow wiser 
as they grow older. So in the two Con- 
gresses the notables talked, —in the one, 
those who ought to be shelved, in the 
other, those who were shelved already,— 
while those who were too thoroughly shely- 
ed for a seat in either addressed Great 
Union Meetings at home. Not a man of 
them but had a compromise in his pocket, 
adhesive as Spalding’s glue, warranted to 
stick the shattered Confederacy togeth- 
er so firmly, that, if it ever broke again, 
it must be in a new place, which was a 
great consolation. If these gentlemen 
gave nothing very valuable to the people 
of the Free States, they were giving the 
Secessionists what was of inestimable val- 
ue to them,— Time. The latter went on 
seizing forts, navy-yards, and deposits of 
Federal money, erecting batteries, and 
raising and arming men at their leisure ; 
above all, they acquired a prestige, and 
accustomed men’s minds to the thought of 
disunion, not only as possible, but actual. 
They began to grow insolent, and, while 
compelling absolute submission to their re- 
bellious usurpation at home, decried any 
exercise of legitimate authority on the 
part of the General Government as Coer- 
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cion,—a new term, by which it was sought 
to be established as a principle of consti- 
tutional law, that it is always the North- 
ern bull that has gored the Southern ox. 

During all this time, the Border Slave- 
States, and especially Virginia, were play- 
ing a part at once coward!y and selfish. 
They assumed the right to stand neutral 
between the Government and rebellion, 
to contract a kind of morganatic marriage 
with Treason, by which they could enjoy 
the pleasant sin without the tedious re- 
sponsibility, and to be traitors in every- 
thing but the vulgar contingency of hemp. 
Doubtless the aim of the political man- 
agers in these States was to keep the 
North amused with schemes of arbitra- 
tion, reconstruction, and whatever other 
fine words would serve the purpose of hid- 
ing the real issue, till the new government 
of Secessia should have so far consolidat- 
ed itself as to be able to demand with some 
show of reason a recognition from foreign 
powers, and to render it politic for the 
United States to consent to peaceable se- 
cession. They counted on the self-inter- 
est of England and the supineness of the 
North. As to the former, they were not 
wholly without justification, —for nearly all 
the English discussions of the “ American 
Crisis” which we have seen have shown far 
more of the shop-keeping spirit than of in- 
terest in the maintenance of free institu- 
tions; but in regard to the latter they made 
the fatal mistake of believing our Buchan- 
ans, Cushings, and Touceys to be repre- 
sentative men. They were not aware how 
utterly the Democratic Party had divor- 
ced itself from the moral sense of the Free 
States, nor had they any conception of 
the tremendous recoil of which the long- 
repressed convictions, traditions, and in- 
stincts of a people are capable. 

Never was a nation so in want of a 
leader; never was it more plain, that, 
without a head, the people “ bluster abroad 
as beasts,” with plenty of the iron of pur- 
pose, but purpose without coherence, and 
with no cunning smith of circumstance to 
edge it with plan and helve it with direc- 
tion. What the country was waiting for 
showed itself in the universal thrill of 
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satisfaction when Major Anderson took 
the extraordinary responsibility of doing 
his duty. But such was the general un- 
certainty, so doubtful seemed the loyalty 
of the Democratic Party as represented 
by its spokesmen at the North, so irreso- 
lute was the tone of many Republican 
leaders and journals, that a powerful and 
wealthy community of twenty millions of 
people gave a sigh of relief when they 
had been permitted to install the Chief 
Magistrate of their choice in their own 
National Capital. Even after the inau- 
guration of Mr. Lincoln, it was confident- 
ly announced that Jefferson Davis, the 
Burr of the Southern conspiracy, would 
be in Washington before the month was 
out; and so great was the Northern de- 
spondency, that the chances of such an 
event were seriously discussed. While 
the nation was falling to pieces, there 
were newspapers and “ distinguished 
statesmen” of the party so lately and so 
long in power base enough to be will- 
ing to make political capital out of the 
common danger, and to lose their coun- 
try, if they could only find their profit. 
There was even one man found in Mas- 
sachusetts, who, measuring the moral 
standard of his party by his own, had 
the unhappy audacity to declare public- 
ly that there were friends enough of the 
South in his native State to prevent the 
march of any troops thence to sustain 
that Constitution to which he had sworn 
fealty in Heaven knows how many offices, 
the rewards of almost as many turnings 
of his political coat. There was one jour- 
nal in New York which had the insolence 
to speak of President Davis and Mister 
Lincoln in the same paragraph. No won- 
der the “dirt-eaters” of the Carolinas 
could be taught to despise a race among 
whom creatures might be found to do 
that by choice which they themselves 
were driven to do by misery. 

Thus far the Secessionists had the game 
all their own way, for their dice were 
loaded with Northern lead. They framed 
their sham constitution, appointed them- 
selves to their sham offices, issued their 
sham commissions, endeayored to bribe 
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England with a sham offer of low duties 
and Virginia with a sham prohibition of 
the slave-trade, advertised their proposals 
for a sham loan which was to be taken 
up under intimidation, and levied real 
taxes on the people in the name of the 
people whom they had never allowed to 
vote directly on their enormous swindle. 
With money stolen from the Government, 
they raised troops whom they equipped 
with stolen arms, and beleaguered na- 
tional fortresses with cannon stolen from 
national arsenals. They sent out secret 
agents to Europe, they had their secret 
allies in the Free States, their conven- 
tions transacted all important business in 
secret session ;—there was but one excep- 
tion to the shrinking delicacy becoming 
a maiden government, and that was the 
openness of the stealing. We had al- 
ways thought a high sense of personal 
honor an essential element of chivalry; 
but among the Romanie races, by which, 
as the wonderful ethnologist of “ De 
Bow’s Review” tells us, the Southern 
States were settled, and from which they 
derive a close entail of chivalric char- 
acteristics, to the exclusion of the vul- 
gar Saxons of the North, such is by no 
means the case. For the first time in 
history the deliberate treachery of a gen- 
eral is deemed worthy of a civic ovation, 
and Virginia has the honor of being the 
first State claiming to be civilized that 
has decreed the honors of a triumph to 
a cabinet officer who had contrived to 
gild a treason that did not endanger his 
life with a peculation that could not fur- 
ther damage his reputation. Rebellion, 
even in a bad cause, may have its roman- 
tic side ; treason, which had not beenguch 
but for being on the losing side, may chal- 
lenge admiration ; but nothing can sweet- 
en larceny or disinfect perjury. A re- 
bellion inaugurated with theft, and which 
has effected its entry into national for- 
tresses, not over broken walls, but by 
breaches of trust, should take Jonathan 
Wild for its patron saint, with the run 
of Mr. Buchanan’s cabinet for a choice 
of sponsors,—godfathers we should not 
dare to call them. 
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Mr. Lincoln’s Inaugural Speech was of 
the kind usually called “firm, but con- 
ciliatory,”— a policy doubtful in troub- 
lous times, since it commonly argues 
weakness, and more than doubtful in a 
crisis like ours, since it left the course 
which the Administration meant to take 
ambiguous, and, while it weakened the 
Government by exciting the distrust of 
all who wished for vigorous measures, 
really strengthened the enemy by en- 
couraging the conspirators in the Border 
States. There might be a question as to 
whether this or that attitude were ex- 
pedient for the Republican Party ; there 
could be none as to the only safe and 
dignified one for the Government of the 
Nation. ‘Treason was as much treason 
in the beginning of March as in the mid- 
dle of April; and it seems certain now, 
as it seemed probable to many then, that 
the country would have sooner rallied to 
the support of the Government, if the 
Government had shown an earlier confi- 
dence in the loyalty ofthe people. Though 
the President talked of “ repossessing ” 
the stolen forts, arsenals, and custom- 
houses, yet close upon this declaration 
followed the disheartening intelligence 
that the Cabinet were discussing the pro- 
priety of evacuating not only Fort Sum- 
ter, which was of no strategic importance, 
but Fort Pickens, which was the key to 
the Gulf of Mexico, and to abandon 
which was almost to acknowledge the 
independence of the Rebel States. Thus 
far the Free States had waited with com- 
mendable patience for some symptom of 
vitality in the new Administration, some- 
thing that should distinguish it from the 
piteeus helplessness of its predecessor. 
But now their pride was too deeply out- 
raged for endurance, indignant remon- 
strances were heard from all quarters, 
and the Government Seemed for the first 
time fairly to comprehend that it had 
twenty millions of freemen at its back, 
and that forts might be taken and held 
by honest men as well as by knaves and 
traitors. The nettle had been stroked 
long enough; it was time to try a firm 
grip. Still the Administration seemed 


inclined to temporize, so thoroughly was 
it possessed by the notion of conciliating 
the Border States. In point of fact, the 
side which those States might take in the 
struggle between Law and Anarchy was 
of vastly more import to them than to us. 
They could bring no considerable rein- 
forcement of money, credit, or arms to 
the rebels; they could at best but add 
so many mouths to an army whose com- 
missariat was already dangerously em- 
barrassed. They could not even, except 
temporarily, keep the war away from the 
territory of the seceding States, every 
one of which had a sea-door open to the 
invasion of an enemy who controlled the 
entire navy and shipping of the country. 
The position assumed by Eastern Vir- 
ginia and Maryland was of consequence 
only so far as it might facilitate a sudden 
raid on Washington, and the policy of 
both these States was to amuse the Gov- 
ernment by imaginary negotiations till 
the plans of the conspirators were ripe. 
In both States men were actively re- 
cruited and enrolled to assist in attack- 
ing the capital. With them, as with the 
more openly rebellious States, the new 
theory of “Coercion” was ingeniously 
arranged like a valve, yielding at the 
slightest impulse to the passage of forces 
for the subversion of legitimate authority, 
closing imperviously so that no drop of 
power could ooze through in the opposite 
direction. Lord de Roos, long suspected 
of cheating at cards, would never have 
been convicted but for the resolution of 
an adversary, who, pinning his hand to 
the table with a fork, said to him blandly, 
“ My Lord, if the ace of spades is not un- 
der your Lordship’s hand, why, then, I 
beg your pardon!” Jt seems to us that 
a timely treatment of Governor Letcher 
in the same energetic way would have 
saved the disasters of Harper’s Ferry 
and Norfolk,— for disasters they were, 
though six months of temporizing had so 
lowered the public sense of what was 
due to the national dignity, that people 
were glad to see the Government active 
at length, even if only in setting fire to 
its own house. 
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We are by no means inclined to crit- 
icize the Administration, even if this 
were the proper time for it; but we can- 
not help thinking that there was great 
wisdom in Napoleon’s recipe for saving 
life in dealing with a mob, —“ First fire 
grape-shot indo them; after that, over their 
heads as much as you like.” The posi- 
tion of Mr. Lincoln was already embar- 
rassed when he entered upon office, by 
what we believe to have been a political 
blunder in the leaders of the Republican 
Party. Instead of keeping closely to the 
real point, and the only point, at issue, 
namely, the claim of a minority to a right 
of rebellion when displeased with the re- 
sult of an election, the bare question of 
Secession, pure and simple, they allowed 
their party to become divided, and to 
waste themselves in discussing terms of 
compromise and guaranties of slavery 
which had nothing to do with the business 
in hand. Unless they were ready to ad- 
mit that popular government was at an 
end, those were matters already settled 
by the Constitution and the last election. 
Compromise was out of the question with 
men who had gone through the motions, 
at least, of establishing a government and 
electing an anti-president. The way to 
insure the loyalty of the Border States, 
as the event has shown, was to convince 
them that disloyalty was dangerous. That 
revolutions never go backward is one of 
those compact generalizations which the 
world is so ready to accept because they 
save the trouble of thinking; but, how- 
ever it may be with revolutions, it is cer- 
tain that rebellions most commonly go 
backward with disastrous rapidity, and it 
was of the gravest moment, as respected 
its moral influence, that Secession should 
not have time allowed it to assume the 
proportions and the dignity of revolution, 
in other words, of a rebellion too power- 
ful to be crushed. The secret friends 
of the Secession treason in the Free States 
have done their best to bewilder the pub- 
lic mind and to give factitious prestige to 
a conspiracy against free government and 
civilization by talking about the right of 
revolution, as if it were some acknowl- 
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edged principle of the Law of Nations. 
There is a right, and sometimes a duty, 
of rebellion, as there is also a right and 
sometimes a duty of hanging men for it; 
but rebellion continues to be rebellion 
until it has accomplished its object and 
secured the acknowledgment of it from 
the other party to the quarrel, and from 
the world at large. The Republican Par- 
ty in the November elections had really ef- 
fected a peaceful revolution, had emanci- 
pated the country from the tyranny of an 
oligarchy which had abused the functions 
of the Government almost from the time 
of its establishment, to the advancement 
of their own selfish aims and interests; 
and it was this legitimate change of rul- 
ers and of national policy by constitu- 
tional means which the Secessionists in- 
tended to prevent. To put the matter 
in plain English, they resolved to treat 
the people of the United States, in the 
exercise of their undoubted and lawful 
authority, as rebels, and resorted to their 
usual policy of intimidation in order to 
subdue them. Either this magnificent 
empire should be their plantation, or it 
should perish. This was the view even 
of what were called the moderate slave- 
holders of the Border States; and all the 
so-called compromises and plans of recon- 
struction that were thrown into the cal- 
dron where the hell-broth of anarchy 
was brewing had this extent,— no more, 
— What terms of submission would the 
people make to their natural masters? 
Whatever other result may have come 
of the long debates in Congress and else- 
where, they have at least convinced the 
people of the Free States that there can 
be no such thing as a moderate slave- 
holder,—that moderation and slavery can 
no more coexist than Floyd and honesty, 
or Anderson and treason. 

We believe, then; that conciliation was 
from the first impossible,—that to attempt 
it was unwise, because it put the party of 
law and loyalty in the wrong,—and that, 
if it was done as a mere matter of policy 
in order to gain time, it was a still great- 
er mistake, because it was the rebels on- 
ly who could profit by it in consolidating 
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their organization, while the seeming gain 
of a few days or weeks was a loss to the 
Government, whose great advantage was 
in an administrative system thoroughly 
established, and, above all, in the vast 
power of the national idea, a power weak- 
ened by every day's delay. This is so 
true, that already men began to talk of 
the rival governments at Montgomery 
and Washington, and Canadian journals 
recommend a strict neutrality, as if the 
independence and legitimacy of the mush- 
room despotism of New Ashantee were 
an acknowledged fact, and the name of 
the United States of America had no 
more authority than that of Jefferson 
Davis and Company, dealers in all kinds 
of repudiation and anarchy. For more 
than a month after the inauguration of 
President Lincoln there seemed to be a 
kind of interregnum, during which the 
confusion of ideas in the Border States 
as to their rights and duties as members 
of the “old” Union, as it began to be 
ealled, became positively chaotic. Vir- 
ginia, still professing neutrality, prepared 
to seize the arsenal at Harper's Ferry 
and the navy-yard at Norfolk; she would 
prevent the passage of the United States’ 
forces “ with a serried phalanx of her gal- 
lant sons,” two regiments of whom stood 
looking on while a file of marines took 
seven wounded men in an engine-house 
for them; she would do everything but 
her duty, — the gallant Ancient Pistol of 
a commonwealth. She “ resumed her soy- 
ercignty,” whatever that meant; her Con- 
vention passed an ordinance of secession, 


concluded a league offensive and defensive 
with the rebel Confederacy, appointed Jef- 
ferson Davis commander-in-chief of her 
land-forces and somebody else of the fleet 
she meant to steal at Norfolk, and then 
coolly referred the whole matter back to 
the people to vote three weeks afterwards 
whether they would secede three weeks 
before. Wherever the doctrine of Seces- 
sion has penetrated, it seems to have oblit- 
erated every notion of law and precedent. 

The country had come to the conclu- 
sion that Mr. Lincoln and his cabinet 
were mainly employed in packing their 
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trunks to leave Washington, when the 
“venerable Edward Ruflin of Virginia” 
fired that first gun at Fort Sumter which 
brought all the Free States to their feet 
as one man. That shot is destined to be 
the most memorable one ever fired on 
this continent since the Concord fowling- 
pieces said, “ That bridge is ours, and we 
mean to go across it,” cighty-seven Aprils 
ago. As these began a conflict which 
gave us independence, so that began an- 
other which is to give us nationality. 
It was certainly a great piece of good- 
luck for the Government that they had a 
fort which it was so profitable to lose. 
The people were weary of a masterly in- 
activity which seemed to consist mainly 
in submitting to be kicked. We know 
very well the difficulties that surrounded 
the new Administration ; we appreciate 
their reluctance to begin a war the re- 
sponsibility of which was as great as its 
consequences seemed doubtful; but we 
cannot understand how it was hoped to 
evade war, except by concessions vastly 
more disastrous than war itself. War 
has no evil comparable in its effect on 
national character to that of a craven 
submission to manifest wrong, the post- 
ponement of moral to material inter- 
ests. ‘There is no prosperity so great as 
courage. We do not believe that any 
amount of forbearance would have con- 
ciliated the South so long as they thought 
us pusillanimous. The only way to re- 
tain the Border States was by showing 
that we had the will and the power to do 
without them. The little Bopeep policy of 
** Let them alone, and they ’ll all come home 
Wagging their tails behind them” 
was certainly tried long enough with con- 
spirators who had shown unmistakably 
that they desired nothing so much as the 
continuance of peace, especially when it 
was all on one side, and who would never 
have given the Government the great ad- 
vantage of being attacked in Fort Sum- 
ter, had they not supposed they were 
dealing with men who could not be cuffed 
into resistance. The lesson we have to 
teach them now is, that we are thorough- 
ly and terribly in earnest. Mr. Ste- 
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phens’s theories are to be put to a speed- 
ier and sterner test than he expected, 
and we are to prove which is stronger, 
—an oligarchy built on men, or a com- 
monwealth built of them. Our structure 
is alive in every part with defensive and 
recuperative energies; woe to theirs, if 
that vaunted corner-stone which they be- 
lieve patient and enduring as marble 
should begin to writhe with intelligent 
life ! 

We have no doubt of the issue. We 
believe that the strongest battalions are 
always on the side of God. ‘The South- 
ern army will be fighting for Jefferson 
Davis, or at most for the liberty of self 
misgovernment, while we go forth for the 
defence of principles which alone make 
government august and civil society pos- 
sible. It is the very life of the nation that 
is atstake. There is no question here of 
dynasties, races, religions, — but simply 
whether we will consent to include in 
our Bill of Rights—not merely as of 
equal validity with all other rights, wheth- 
er natural or acquired, but by its very 
nature transcending and abrogating them 
all—the Right of Anarchy. We must 
convince men that treason against the bal- 
lot-box is as dangerous as treason against 
a throne, and that, if they play so desper- 
ate a game, they must stake their lives on 
the hazard. The one lesson that remain- 
ed for us to teach the political theorists 
of the Old World was, that we are as 
strong to suppress intestine disorder as 
foreign aggression, and we must teach 
it decisively and thoroughly. The econ- 
omy of war is to be tested by the value 
of the object to be gained by it. <A ten 
years’ war would be cheap that gave us 
a country to be proud of and a flag that 
should command the respect of the world 
because it was the symbol of the enthu- 
siastic unity of a great nation. 

The Government, however slow it may 
have been to accept the war which Mr. 
Buchanan’s supineness left them, is act- 
ing now with all energy and determina- 
tion. What they have a right to claim 
is the confidence of the people, and that 
depends in good measure on the discre- 
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tion of the press. Only let us have no 
more weakness under the plausible name 
of Conciliation. We need not discuss the 
probabilities of an acknowledgment of 
the Confederated States by England and 
France; we have only to say, “ Acknowl- 
edge them at your peril.” But there is 
no chance of the recognition of the Con- 
federacy by any foreign governments, so 
long as it is without the confidence of the 
brokers. There is no question on which 
side the strength lies. The whole tone 
of the Southern journals, so far as we 
are able to judge, shows the inherent fol- 
ly and weakness of the Secession move- 
ment. Men who feel strong in the justice 
of their cause, or confident in their powers, 
do not waste breath in childish boasts of 
their own superiority and querulous de- 
preciation of their antagonists. They are 
weak, and they know it. And not only 
are they weak in comparison with the Free 
States, but we believe they are without the 
moral support of whatever deserves the 
name of publie opinion at home. If not, 
why does their Congress, as they call it, 
hold council always with closed doors, like 
a knot of conspirators? The first tap of 
the Northern drum dispelled many illu- 
sions, and we need no better proof of 
which ship is sinking than that Mr, Ca- 
leb Cushing should have made such haste 
to come over to the old Constitution with 
the stars and stripes at her mast-head. 

We cannot think that the war we are 
entering on can end without some radi- 
cal change in the system of African sla- 
very. Whether it be doomed to a sud- 
den extinction, or to a gradual abolition 
through economical causes, this war will 
not leave it where it was before. As a 
power in the State, its reign is already 
over. ‘The fiery tongues of the batteries 
in Charleston harbor accomplished in one 
day a conversion which the constancy of 
Garrison and the eloquence of Phillips 
had failed to bring about in thirty years. 
And whatever other result this war is 
destined to produce, it has already won 
for us a blessing worth everything to us 
as a nation in emancipating the public 
opinion of the North. 
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